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Dramatis  Perform. 


MEN. 


KING  of  Sidore,  an  ljland. 

King  of  Bakam,l  Suitors  to  the  Prittcefs  Qui- 
King  of  Si  ana,  j  fara. 

Governor  of  Terna,  an  ljland .  An  ill  Man. 

Ruy  Dias,  a  Captain  of  Portugal,  alfo  Suitor  to  the  Prin - 
cefs. 

Piniero,  Nephew  to  Ruy  Dias,  a  merry  Captain. 
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Pedro°^^Cr°,^>  Soldiers,  and  Friends  to  Piniero. 


j 


Armufia,  a  noble  daring  Portugueze,  in  Love  with  the 
Princefts. 

Soza,  1  i Companions  to  Armufia,  and  his  valiant  FoL 
Emanuel,  J  lowers . 

Keeper . 

Moors. 

Guard. 

Captain . 

Citizens. 

Fownjmen . 


WOMEN. 


Quifara,  ljland  Prince fs.  Sifter  to  the  King  oft  Sidore. 

Quifana,  Aunt  to  the  Princefts. 

Panura,  Waiting-Woman  to  the  Princefts  Quifara. 
Citizens  Wives. 
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ISLAND  PRINCESS. 


A  C  T  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Bell  Rings. 

Enter  Piniero,  Chriltophero,  and  Pedro- 

Pin.  Pen  the  Ports,  and  fee  the  Watch  reliev’d, 

f  1  And  let  the  Guards  be  careful  of  their  Bufinefs, 
Their  vigilant  Eyes  fixt  on  thefc  I (landers, 

They  arc  falfe  and  defperate  People,  when  they  find 
The  lead  occafion  open  to  Encouragement, 

Cruel,  and  crafty  Souls  j  believe  me  Gentlemen, 

Their  late  Attempt,  which  is  too  frefli  amongd  us, 

In  which  againft  all  Arms  and  Honefty, 

The  Governor  of  'Term  made  furprize  '  j 

Of  our  Confederate,  the  King  of  Sidore , 

As  for  his  Recreation  he  was  rowing 
Between  both  Lands,  bids  us  be  wife  and  circumfpedl. 

Chrift.  It  was  a  milch ief  fuddenly  imagin’d, 

And  as  foon  done  5  that  Governor’s  a  fierce  Knave, 

Unfaithful  as  he  is  fierce  too,  there’s  no  milling* 

But  I  wonder  much,  how  fuch  poor  and  bafe  Pleafures, 

As  tugging  at  an  Oar,  or  skill  in  Steerage, 

Should  become  Princes. 

Pin *  Bafe  Breedings,  love  bafe  Pleafure  * 

They  take  as  much  Delight  in  a  Baratto , 

A  litle  feurvy  Boat  to  row  her  tightly, 

And  have  the  Art  to  turn  and  wind  her  nimbly, 

Thinkit  as  nobletoo,  though  it  be  flavifh, 

And  a  dull  labour  that  declines  a  Gentleman  > 

As  we  Portugal j,  or  the  Spaniards  do  in  riding. 

In  Managing  a  great  Horfe,  which  is  princely * 

The  French  in  Courtlhip,  or  the  dancing  EngUJb 
In  carrying  a  fair  Prefence. 

Ped .  He  was  ftrangely  taken  5 
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But  where  no  Faith  is,  there’s  no  truft;  he  has  paid  for’t; 

His  Sifter  yet,  the  fair  and  great  ^uifara, 

Has  ihew’d  a  noble  Mind,  and  much  Love  in’t 
To  her  afflicted  Brother,  and  the  nobler  ftill  it  appears 
And  feafons  of  more  Tendernefs,  bccaufe  his  Ruin  itilcs  her  abfolute. 
Feeling  all  this,  which  makes  all  Men  admire  her, 

The  warm  Beams  of  this  Fortune  that  fall  on  her. 

Yet  has  flic  made  divers  and  noble  Treaties, 

And  Propofitions  for  her  Brother’s  Freedom,  -  x 
If  Wealth  or  Honour-—  — 

Pin.  Peace,  Peace,  you  are  fool’d,  Sir; 

Things  of  thefc  Natures  have  ft  range  Outfidcs,  Pedro ,  * 

And  cunning  Shadows, fet  ’em  far  from  us, 

Draw  ’em  but  near,  they  aregrofs,  and  they  abufe  us ; 

They  thatobferve  her  clofc,  fhall  find  her  Nature, 

Which  I  doubt  mainly  will  not  prove  fo  excellent; 

She  is  a  Princcfs,  and  ftic  mult  be  fair, 

That’s  the  Prerogative  of  being  Royal : 

Let  her  want  Eyes  and  Nofe  fhe  muft  be  beauteous, 

And  fhe  muft  know  it  too,  and  the  ufe  of  it. 

And  People  muft  believe  it,  they  are  damn’d  elle; 

Why,  all  our  Neighbour  Princes  are  mad  for  her. 

Cbriji.  Is  ihe  not  fair  then? 

Pin.  But  her  hopes  are  fairer, 

And  there’s  a  haughty  Mafter,  the  King  of  Bakan , 

That  lofty  Sir,  thatfpeaks  far  more  and  louder, 

In  his  own  Commendations,  than  a  Cannon; 

He  is  ftrucken  dumb  with  her. 

Ped.  Beftirew  me  fhe  is  a  fweet  one. 

Pin.  And  there’s  that  hopeful  Man  of  Syana>  - 
That  fprightly  Fellow,  he  that’s  wife  and  temperate,' 

He  is  a  Lover  too. 

Chrifi.  Wou’d  I  were  worth  her  looking 
For;  by  my  Life  I  hold  her  a  compleat  one, 

The  very  Sun  I  think  affe&s  her  fweetnefs, 

And  dares  not,  as  he  does  to  all  elfe,  dye  it 
Into  his  tauny  Livery. 

Pin.  She  dares  not  fee  him, 

But  keeps  her  felf  at  diftance  from  his  Kifles, 

And  her  Complexion  in  a  Cafe;  let  him  but  like  it 
A  week,  or  two,  or  three,  fhe  would  look  like  a  Lion ; 

But  the  main  fporton’t  is,  or  rather  wonder. 

The  Governor  of  Ternata ,  her  mortal  Enemy, 

He  that  has  catcht  her  Brother  King,  is  ftruck  too. 

And  is  arriv’d  under  a  fife  Condu£t  alfo, 

And  Hollages  of  worth  delivered  for  him; 
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And  he  brought  a  Letter  from  his  Prifoner, 

Whether  compelled  or  willingly  delivered 
From  the  poor  King, -or  what  elfedare  be  in’t; 

Chriji .  So  it  be  honourable,  any  thing,  ’tis  all  one. 

For  I  dare  think  fhe’ll  do  the  belt. 

Pin .  ’Tis  certain 

He  has  Admittance,  and  follicits  hourly, 

Now  if  he  have  the  Trick - 

Ped.  What  Trick? 

Pin.  The  true  one. 

To  take  her  too,  if  he  be  but  skill’d  in  Bat-fowling, 

And  lime  his  Bufh  right. 

Chriji.  I’ll  be  hang’d  when  that  hits, 

For  ’tis  not  a  compell’d  or  forc’d  Aflfe&ion 
That  mud  take  her,  I  guefs  her  flout  and  virtuous. 

But  where’s  your  Uncle,  Sir,  our  valiant  Captain, 

The  brave  Ruy  Dias ,  all  this  while  ? 

Pin.  Ay  marry. 

He  is  amongfl  em  too. 

Ped.  A  Lover. 

Pin  Nay,  ■ 

I  know  not  that,  but  fince  he  (lands  in  Favour, 

Or  would  (land  ftifly,  he  is  no  Portugal  elfe.  ' 

Chriji.  The  Voice  fays  in  good  favour,  in  the  Lift  too 
Of  the  privy  Wooers,  how  cunningly  of  late 
I  have  obferv’d  him,  and  how  privately 
He  has  ftolen  at  all  Hours  from  us,  and  how  readily 
He  has  feign’d  a  bufinefs  to  bid  the  Fort  farewel 
For  five  or  fix  Days,  or  a  Month  together  j 

Sure  there  is  fomething— - 

Pin.  Yes,  yes,  there  is  a  thing  in’t, 

A  thing  would  make  the  beft  on’s  all  dance  after  it ; 

A  dainty  thing  >  Lord  how  this  Uncle  of  mine  .  ,f  ■ '  , 

Has  read  to  me,  and  rated  me  for  Wenching,  r  jv. 

And  told  me  in  what  defperate  cafe  ’t would  leave  me. 

And  how  ’twould  flew  my  Bones. 

Ped.  You  cared  not  for  it. 

Pin.  I’faith  not  much,  I  ventur’d  on  ftill  eafily. 

And  took  my  Chance,  danger  is  a  Soldier’s  Honour  j 
But  that  this  Man,  this  Herb  of  Grace,  Ruy  Dias , 

This  Father  of  our  Faculties,  (hould  (lip  thus,  ; 

For  furc  he  is  a  ferreting,  that  he 

That  would  drink  nothing,  to  deprefs  the  Spirit. 

But  Milk  and  Water,  eat  nothing  but  thin  Air 

To  make  his  Blood  obedient,  that  his  Youth,  * 

Infpight  of  all  his  Temperance,  (hould  tickle, 

And 
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And  have  a  Love-mange  on  him. 

Chrijl.  ’Tis  in  him,  Sir, 

But  honourable  Courtfliip,  and  becomes  his  Rank  too. 

Pin.  in  me  ’twere  abominable  Leachery,  or  would  be, 

For  when  our  Thoughts  areon’t,  and  mifs  their  level, 

Wc  mull  hit  fomething.  ,  , 

Ped.  Well,  he’s  a  noble  Gentleman, 

And  if  he  be  a  Suitor,  may  he  fpeed  in’t. 

Pin.  Let  him  alone,  our  Family  ne’er  fail’d  yet. 

Chrijl.  Our  mad  Lieutenant  ftill,  merry  Pinier o. 

Thus  wou’d  he  do  if  the  Surgeon  were  fearching  of  him. 

Pcd.  Efpecially  if  a  warm  Wench  had  ftiot  him. 

Pin.  But  hark  Chrijl ophero  j  come  hither  Pedro  ; 

When  faw  you  our  brave  Country-man  Armufial 
He  that’s  arriv’d  here  lately,  and  his  Gallants? 

A  goodly  Fellow,  and  a  brave  Companion 
Methinks  he  is,  and  no  doubt  truly  valiant, 

For  he  that  dares  come  hither,  dares  fight  any  where. 

Chrijl.  I  faw  him  not  of  late }  a  fober  Gentleman 
I  am  fur  -  he  is,  and  no  doubt  bravely  fprung, 

And  promifes  much  Noblencfs. 

Pin.  ,1  love  him, 

And  by  my  Troth  wou'd  fain  be  inward  with  him'* 

Fray  let’s  go  feek  him. 

Ped.  We’ll  attend  you,  Sir. 

Pin.  By  that  time  we  fhall  hear  the  burft  of  Bufinefs.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Quilara,  Quifana^^Panura. 
ghiifar.  Aunt,  I  much  thank  you  for  your  Courtefie, 

And  the  fair  Liberty  you  ftill  allow  me, 

Both  of  your  Houfe  and  Service:.  Thought  be 
A  Princefs,  and  by  that  Prerogative  ftand  free 
From  the  poor  malice  of  Opinion, 

And  no  ways  bound  to  render  up  my  A&ions, 

Becaufe  no  power  above  me  can  examine  mej 
Yet  my  dear  Brother  being  ftill  a  Prifoner, 

And  many  wandring  Eyes  upon  my  ways. 

Being  left  alone  a  Sea-mark,  it  behoves  me 
To  ufe  a  litle  Caution, and  be  circumfpeft. 

JJPdJan.  You’re  wife  and  noble,  Lady.  u 

Quifdr.  Often  Aunt  ' 

I  refort  hither,  and  privately  to  fee  you. 

It  may  be  to  convcrfe  with  fome  I  favour  5 
3  wou’d  not  have  it  known  as  oft,  nor  conftru’d. 

It  ftands  not  with  my  care. 

pjhufan.  Youfpeak  moft  fairly, 

For  even^our  pure  Devotions  arc  examin’d. 
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Quijar.  So  mad  arc  Mens  Minds  now. 

Ruy.  Or  rather  rnonftrous ; 

They  are  thick  Dreams,  bred  in  Fogs  that  know  no  fairnefs. 

Quifan.  Madam,  the  Houfe  is  yours,  I  am  yours,  pray  ufe  me, 
And  at  your  fervice  alt  I  have  ties  prdftratej 
My  care  fhall  ever  be  to  yield  ye  Honour, 

And  when  your  Fame  falls  here,  ’tis  my  Fault  Lady. 

A  poor  and  fimple  Banquet  I  have  provided. 

Which  if  you  pleafe  to  honour  with  your  Prefence - 

ghiifar.  I  thank  ye  Aunt,  l  fhall  be  with  you  inftantly, 

A  few  words  with  this  Gentleman. 

Quifan.  I’ll  leave  ye, 

And  when  you  pleafe  retire,  Til  wait  upon  you. 

[. Exeunt  Quifan.  and  Pan. 

Quifar.  Why,  how  now  Captain,  what,  afraid  tofpeak  to  me  ? 
A  man  of  Arms,  and  daunted  with  a  Lady  ?' 

Commanders  have  the  power  to  parle  with  Princes. 

Ruy.  Madam,  the  Favours  you  have  ftill  fhower’d  on  me, 
Which  are  fo  high  above  my  means  of  Merit, 

So  infinite,  that  nought  can  value  ’em 

But  their  own  Goodnefs,  no  Eyes  look  up  to  ’em 

But  thofethat  are  of  equal  Light  and  Luftre, 

Strike  me  thus  mute:  You  are  my  royal  Miftrcfs, 

And  all  my  Services  that  aim  at  Honour, 

Take  Life  from  you,  the  Saint  of  tny  Devotions) 

Pardon  my  wifh,  it  is  a  fair  Ambition, 

And  well  becomes  the  man  that  honours  you ) 

I  wou’d  I  were  of  Worth,  of  fomething  near  you, 

Of  fuch  a  royal  Piece,  a  King  I  wou’d  be, 

A  mighty  King  that  might  command  Aflfe&ion, 

And  bring  a  Youth  upon  me  might  bewitch  ye. 

And  you  a  fweet-foul’d  Chriftian. 

Quifar.  Now  you  talk,  Sir) 

You  Portugal* ,  though  you  be  rugged  Soldiers, 

Yet  when  you  lift  to  flatter,  you  are  plain  Courtiers ; 

And  could  you  wifti  me  Chriftian ,  brave  Ruy  Dias  ? 

Ruy .  At  all  the  danger  of  my  Life,  great  Lady, 

At  all  my  hopes,  at  all - — 

guifar.  Pray  ye  flay  a  little. 

To  what  end  runs  your  wifh? 

Ruy.  O  glorious  Lady, 

That  I  might - but  I  dare  notfpeak, 

Quifttr.  I  dare  then, 

That  you  might  hope  to  marry  me)  nay  Skull  net, 

An  honourable  end  needs  no  excufe  j 
And  would  y  u  love  me  then? 

Ruy.  My  Soul  not  dearer. 
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Quifar.  Do  fomc  brave  thing  that  may  entice  me  that  Way, 

Something  of  fueh  a  meritorious  Goodnefs, 

Of  fuch  an  unmatcht  Noblenefs,  that  I  may  know 
You  have  a  power  beyond  ours  that  preferves  you: 

Tis  not  the  Pcrfon,  nor  the  Royal  Title, 

Nor  Wealth,  nor  Glory,  that  I  look  upon, 

That  inward  Man  I  love  that’s  lin’d  with  Virtue, 

That  well  deferving  Soul  works  out  a  Favour  } 

1  have  many  Princes  Suiters,  many  great  ones, 

Yet  above  thefe  I  love  you,  you  arc  valiant. 

An  active  Man,  able  to  build  a  Fortune  > 

I  do  not  lay  I  dote,  nor  mean  to  marry. 

Only  the  hope  is,  fomething  may  be  done, 

That  may  compel  my  Faith,  and  ask  my  Freedom, 

And  leave  Opinion  fair- 

Ray.  Command,  dear  Lady, 

And  let  the  Danger  be  as  deep  Hell, 

As  diiefull  to  attempt -  .  '  1 

Qui/hr.  You’re  too  fudden, 

I  mull  be  rul’d  by  you,  find  out  a  Fortune 
Wifely,  and  handfomely,  examine  Time, 

And  court  Occafion  that  fire  may  be  ready  j 
A  thoufand  ufes  for  your  forward  Spirit 
Ye  may  find  daily,  befurc  ye  take  a  good  one, 

A  brave  and  worthy  one  that  may  advance  ye. 

Forc’d  Smiles  reward  poor  Dangers}  you  are  a  Soldier, 

I  wou’d  not  talk  fo  elfc,  and  I  love  a  Soldier, 

And  that  that  fpeaks  him  true,  and  great,  his  Valour  j 
Yet  for  all  thefe,  which  are  but  Womens  Follies, 

You  may  do  what  you  pleafe,  I  {hall  ftill  know  ye, 

And  though  ye  wear  no  Sword. 

„  Ray.  Excellent  Lady, 

When  I  grow  fo  cold,  and  difgrace  my  Nation, 

That  from  their  hardy  Nurfes  fuck  Adventures, 

’Twere  fit  I  wore  a  Tombftonc}  you  have  read  to  me 
The  (lory  of  your  Favour,  if  I  miftake  it, 

Or  grow  a  Truant  in  the  ftudy  of  it, 

A  great  corre6tion,  Lady— 

Quifeir.  Let’s  to  th1  Banquet, 

And  have  fome  merry  talk,  and  then  to  Court, 

Where  I  give  audience  to  my  general  Suitors}  , 

Pray  Heav’n  my  Woman’s  Wit  hold}  there  brave  Captain, 

You  may  perchance  meet  fomething  that  may  fiartlc  yc> 
i’ll  fay  no  more,  come  be  not  fad . . 

-3  love  ye,  [Exeunt. 

‘  Enter 
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Enter  Piniero,  Armufia,  Soza,  Chriftophcro,  and  Emanuel. 
Pin.  You  are  welcome  Gentlemen,  moll  worthy  welcome, 

And  know  there’s  nothing  in  our  Power  may  feryc  ye, 

But  you  may  freely  challenge. 

Arm.  Sir,  we  thank  ye, 

And  reft  your  Servants  too. 

Pin.  Ye  arc  worthy  Portugal*, 

You  ilicw  the  Bravery  of  your  Minds  and  Spirits; 

The  Nature  of  our  Country  too,  that  brings  forth 
Stirring,  unwearied  Souls  to  fedfc  Adventures ; 

Minds  never  fatisfied  with  fearch  of  Honour  : 

Where  time  is,  and  the  Sun  gives  light,  brave  Country-men, 

Our  Names  are  known,  new  Worlds  difclofe  their  Riches, 

Their  Beauties,  and  their  Prides  to  our  Embraces; 

And  we  the  firft  of  Nations  find  thefe  Wonders. 

Arm.  Thefe  noble  Thoughts,  Sir,  have  entic’d  us  forward, 

And  Minds  unapt  for  eafe,  to  fee  thefe  Miracles, 

In  which  we  find  Report  a  poor  Relater; 

We  are  arriv’d  among  the  blefled  Iflands, 

Where  every  Wind  that  rifes  blows  Perfumes, 

And  every  breath  of  Air  is  like  an  Incenfe : 

The  treafure  of  the  Sun  dwells  here,  each  Tree 
As  if  it  envied  the  old  Paradice , 

Strives  to  bring  forth  immortal  Fruit;  the  Spices 
Renewing  Nature,  though  not  deifying. 

And  when  that  falls  by  time,  fcorning  the  Earth, 

The  fullen  Earth  fliould  taint,  or  fuck  their  Beauties, 

But  as  we  dreamt,  for  ever  fo  preferve  us : 

Nothing  we  fee,  but  breeds  an  Admiration  3 
The  very  Rivers,  as  we  float  along, 

Throw  up  their  Pearls,  and  curie  their  Heads  to  court  us;1 
The  Bowels  o  ' the  Earth  fwell  with  the  Births 
Of  thoufand  unknown  Gems,  and  thoufand  Riches  3 
Nothing  that  bears  a  Life,  but  brings  a  Treafure; 

The  People  they  fhew  brave  too,  civil  manner’d, 

Proportioned  like  the  Matters  of  great  Minds ; 

The  Women,  which  I  wonder  at . 

Pin.  We  fpeak  well. 

Arm.  Of  delicate  Afpe£ts,  fair,  clearly  Beauteous, 

And  to  that  Admiration,  fweet  and  courteous. 

Pin.  And  is  not  that  a  good  thing?  Brave  Arrnujia 
You  never  faw  the  Court  before? 

Arm.  No  certain, 

But  that  I  fee  a  wonder  too,  all  excellent, 

The  Government  cxa£t. 

Cbrifi.  Ye  fhall  fee  anon, 

JB  •  Tit&t 
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That  that  will  make  ye  Hart  indeed,  fuch  Beauties, 
Such  Riches,  and  fuch  Form.  ’ 

c.,:  Wp  BaI<am>  Siana>  ***  Governor, 
o  ztz.  We  are  Fire  already; 

*  The  wealthy  Magazine  of  Nature  fure 
Inhabits  here. 

Arm.  Thefe  fure  are  all  Iflanders. 

Pin.  Yes  and  great  Princes  too,  and  lufty  Lovers. 

rifn?h  ^  hry  arC  Soodly  Perfons;  what  might  he  be 
That  bears  fo  proud  a  State?  °  C  DC’ 

Pin.  King  of  Bakam , 

A  Fellow  that  farts  Terrour. 

Eman.  He  looks  highly, 

Sure  he  was  begot  o'  th'  top  of  a  Steeple. 

Chrtft.  It  may  well  be,  ^ 

For  you  (hall  hear  him  ring  anon 
Pin.  That  is  Siana, 

And  a  brave  temper'd  Fellow,  and  more  Valiant. 

Ssztt.  VV  hat  rugged  Face  is  that  ? 

the  great  Governor,' 

The  Man  furpriz’d  our  Friend,  I  told  ye  of  him 
Arm.  ’Has  dangerous  Eyes.  7  ‘ 

Pin.  A  perilous  Theif,  and  fubtle. 

An<?  t0  thaC  fubtiky  a  Heart  of  Iron. 

P‘nm  ^  young  Lady  makes  it  melt. 

Arm.  They  lhrt  all, 

And  thunder  in  the  Eyes. 

Bak.'  Away  ye  poor  ones, 

Am  I  in  competition  with  fuch  Bubbles? 

^lrYeef;enadkZdNamerank’d  With  f“ch  Trifles? 

Bakm,  Yonng  Man,  I  will  fpeak  louder: 

Can  any  Man  but  I  deferve  her  Favour, 

You  petty  Princes? 

Pm-  ne  will  put  ’em  all  in’s  Pocket. 

So  foil  of  Vanfty  Ud  mad  thmg’  be  not  f°  **  ^  Glory, 

Bakam.  How  ?  I  contemn  thee. 

And  that  Fort-keeping  Fellow. 

Pin  How  the  Dog  looks, 

I  he  bandog  Governor? 

Gov.  Ha,  Why? 

Bakam.  Away  thing, 

wid* thofe  that  Ro^tyi 

Gov.  Doft  thou  know  me,  Bladder, 


Signior,  _ 


Thou 
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Thou  infolcnt  Impoflume? 

Bakam.  I  defpiip  thee. 

GW.  Art  thou  acquainted  with  my  Nature,  Baby? 

sTftr  ulTe7Tt  I.njuries'?  Dar’ft  thou  hold  me 

So  far  behind  thy  file,  I  cannot  reach  thee? 

What  canft  thou  merit? 

Bakam.  Merit  ?  I  am  above  it  $ 

I  am  equal  with  all  Honours,  all  Achievements, 

And  what  is  great  and  worthy;  the  beft  Doer 
,Jf.ec.p  at  comrnand,  Fortune’s  my  Servant, 

Tis  in  my  Power  now  to  defpife  fuch  Wretches, 

To  look  upon  ye  flightly,  and  negleft  ye, 

And  but  lhc  dames  at  fome  hours  to  remember  ye, 

P??pIe  have  beflowcd  fome  Titles  on  ye, 

1  mould  forget  your  Names  —  - 

Sia.  Mercy  of  me$ 

What  a  blown  Fool  has  felf  Affe&ion 
Made  of  this  Fellow;  Did  not  the  Queen  your  Mother 
Long  for  Bellows,  and  Bagpipes,  when  ihe  was  great  with  ye. 
She  Brought  forth  fuch  a  windy  Birth  ?  6  ^ 

Gov.  ’Tis  Ten  to  one 

She  eat  a  Dium,  and  was  deliver’d  of  Alarum 

°r  elfe  he  was  fwadled  in  an  old  Sail  when  he  was  young. 

Sia.  He  fwells  too  mainly  with  his  Meditations; 

Faith,  talk  a  little  handfomer,  ride  foftly 

That  we  may  be  able  to  hold  way  with  ye,  we  are  Pripces, 
But  thofe  are  but  poor  things  to  you  s  talk  wiler 

XwlU  Y' e11  become  y°ur  Mightinefs  j  talk  lefs,  ’ 

That  Men  may  think  ye  can  do  more 
Gov.  Talk  Truth, 

That  Men  may  think  ye  are  honeft,  and  believe  ye. 

Or  talk  yom  felf  afleep,  for  I  am  weary  of  you 
Bakam  Why  ?  I  can  talk  and  do.  7  7 

Gov.  That  would  do  excellent. 

Bakam.  And  tell  you,  only.  I  deferve  the  Princefs, 

Ana  make  good  only  I,  if  you  dare,  you  Sir, 

Or  you  Siam's  Prince. 

Pin.  Here’s  a  Storm  toward, 

Meth inks  it  fings  already  5  to  him,  Governor, 

Gov.  Here  lies  my  Proof. 

Sia.  And  mine. 

Gov.  I’ll  be  fhort  with  ye, 

For  thefe  long  Arguments  I  was  never  good  at. 

Pin.  How  white  the  Boafter  looks? 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Quifara,  Quifana,  and  Panura. 

Arm,  I  ice  he  lacks  Faith, 
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Ruy.  For  fhame  forbear  great  Princes,  rule  your  Angers, 
You  violate  the  Freedom  of  this  Place, 

The  State  and  Royalty—— 

Gov.  He’s  well  contented 
It  feems,  and  fo  I  have  done. 

Arm.  Is  this  (he,  Signior? 

Pin.  This  is  thePrincefs,  Sir. 

Arm.  She  is  fweet  and  goodly, 

An  admirable  Form,  they  have  caufc  to  juflle. 

Quifar*  Yc  wrong  me  and  my  Court,  ye  forward  Princes 
*  Comes  your  Love  wrapt  in  Violence  to  leek  us? 

Is’t  fit,  though  you  be  great,  my  Prefence  fhould  be 
Stain’d  and  polluted  with  your  bloody  Rages? 

My  Privacies  affrighted  with  your  Swords? 

He  that  loves  me,  loves  my  command  j  be  temper’d, 

Or  be  no  more  what  ye  profefs,  my  Servants. 

Ornncs.  We  are  calm  as  Peace. 

Arm .  What  Command  (lie  carries/ 

And  what  afparkling  Majcfly  flies  from  her! 

Gyjiifar.  Is  it  ye  love  to  do?  Ye  (hall  find  danger. 

And  danger  that  fhall  flart  your  Refolutions, 

But  not  this  way  >  ’tis  not  contention, 

Who  loves  me  to  my  Face  befl,  or  who  can  flatter  mofl, 
Can  carry  me*  he  that  deferves  my  Favour, 

And  will  enjoy  what  1  bring,  Love  and  Majcfly, 

Mud  win  me  with  his  worth  >  mufl  travel  for  me. 

Mud  put  his  hafly  Rage  off,  and  put  on 
A  well  confirm’d,  a  temperate,  and  true  Valour. 

Omnes.  But  fhew  the  way. 

Quifar.  And  will,  and  then  fhew  you 
A  Will  to  tread  the  way,  I’ll  fay  ye  are  worthy. 

Pin.  What  Task  now 
Will  flie  turn  ’em  to?  Thefe  hot  Youths 
I  fear  will  find  a  cooling  Card,  I  read  in  her  Eyes 
Something  that  has  fome  fwinge  mufl  fly  amongft  ’em  > 
v  By  this  Hand  I  love  her  a  little  now. 

Quifar.  ’Tis  not  unknown  to  you 
I  had  a  royal  Brother,  now  miferable, 

And  Prifoner  to  that  Man  j  if  I  were  Ambitious, 

Gap’d  for  that  Glory  was  ne’er  born  with  me. 

There  he  fhould  lie  his  Miferies  upon  him. 

If  I  were  covetous,  and  my  Heart  fet 
On  Riches,  and  thofe  bafe  Effects  that  follow 
On  Pleafures  uncontrouPd,  or  fafe  Revenges, 

There  he  fhould  die,  his  Death  will  give  me  thefe> 

For  then  flood  I  up  abfolute  to  do  all} 
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Yet  all  thefe  flattering  fhews  of  Dignity, 

Thofe  golden  Dreams  of  Greatnefs  cannot  force 
To  forget  Nature  and  my  fair  Affe&ion. 

Therefore  that  Man  that  would  be  known  my  Lover, 
Muft  be  known  his  Redeemer,  and  mull  bring  him 
Either  alive  or  dead  to  my  Embraces, 

For  even  his  Bones  I  fcorn  fhall  feel  fuch  Slavery, 

Or  feek  another  Miftrefs;  ’twill  be  hard 
To  do  this,  wondrous  hard,  a  great  Adventure, 

Fit  for  a'Spirit  of  an  equal  Greatnefs; 

But  being  done,  the  Reward  is  worthy  of  it. 

Ckrift.  How  they  ftand  gaping  all  ? 

G)uifar.  Ruy  Dias  cold  ? 

Not  fly  like  Fire  into  it  ?  May  be  you  doubt  me, 

He  that  (hall  do  this  is  my  Husband  Prince ; 

By  the  bright  Heav’ns  he  is,  by  whofe  juftice 
I  openly  proclaim  it;  if  I  lie, 

Or  feek  to  fet  you  on  with  fubtilty. 

Let  that  meet  with  me,  and  reward  my  Fallhood. 

No  ftirring  yet,  no  ftart  into  a  bravery? 

Ruy.  Madam,  it  may  be,  but  being  a  main  danger. 
Your  Grace  mud  give  me  leave  to  look  about  me, 

And  take  a  little  time,  the  Caufe  will  ask  it. 

Great  A&s  require  great  Counfels. 

Quifar.  Take  your  Pleafure, 

I  fear  the  Portugal. 

Bakam.  I’ll  raife  an  Army 
That  fhall  bring  back  this  Ifland,  Fort  and  all. 

And  fix  it  here. 

Gov.  How  long  will  this  be  doing? 

You  fhould  have  begun  in  your  Grandfather’s  Days.1 
Sia.  What  may  be. 

And  what  my  Power  can  promife,  noblefi  Lady, 

My  Will  I  am  fure  Hands  fair. 

§uifar.  Fair  be  your  Fortune, 

Few  Promifes  are  befl,  and  fair  Performance. 

Gov.  Thefe  cannot  do, 

Their  Power  and  Arts  are  weak  ones. 

’Tis  in  my  Will,  I  have  this  King  your  Brother, 

He  is  my  Prifoner,  I  accept  your  Proffer, 

And  blefs  the  fair  Occafion  that  atchiev’d  him: 

I  love  ye,  and  I  honour  ye ;  but  fpeak, 

Whether  alive  or  dead  he  fhall  be  rendred. 

And  fee  how  readily,  how  in  an  inflant, 

Quick  as  your  Wifhes,  Lady— ^ 
guifar.  No,  I  fcorn  ye, 
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You  and  your  Courtefic}  I  hate  your  Love,  Sir* 

And  e’er  1  would  fo  bafcly  win  his  Liberty, 

I  would  ftudy  to  forget  he  was  my  Brother* 

By  force  he  was  taken  *  he  that  {hall  enjoy  me, 

Shall  fetch  him  back  by  force,  or  never  know  me. 

Pin.  As  I  live,  a  rare  Wench. 

Arm.  She  has  a  noble  Spirit.  .  4 

Gov.  By  Force? 

Qtifar.  Yes  Sir,  by  force,  and  make  you  glad  too 
To  let  him  go. 

Gov.  How?  You  may  look  nobler  on  me, 

Ar.d  think  me  no  fuch  Boy?  by  force  he  mud  not, 

For  your  Love  much  may  be. 

Quifar.  Put  up  your  Paffion, 

And  pack  ye  home*  I  fay,  by  Force,  and  fuddenly. 

He  lies  there  till  he  rots  elle,  although  1  love  him 
Mcft  tenderly  and  dearly,  as  a  Brother, 

And  out  of  thefe  refpe&s  would  joy  to  fee  him  * 

Yet  to  receive  him  as  thy  Courtefle, 

With  all  the  Honour  thou  couldlt  add  unto  him 
From  his  Hands  that  mod  hate  him,  I  had  rather, 

Though  no  condition  were  propounded  for  him, 

See  him  far  funk  i’th’  Earth,  and  there. forget  him. 

Pin.  Your  hopes  arc  gelt,  good  Governor. 

Arm.  A  rare  Woman. 

Gov.  Lady, 

I’ll  pull  this  Pride,  I’ll  quench  this  Bravery, 

And  turn  your  glorious  fcoro  to  tears  and  howlings* 

I  will,  proud  Princefs  *  this  negledt  of  me 
Shall  make  thy  Brother  King  mod  mifcrable* 

Shall  turn  him  into  Curfes  ’gainft  thy  Cruelty : 

For  where  before  I  us’d- him  like  a  King, 

And  did  thofc  Royal  Offices  unto  him: 

Now  he  {hall  lie  a  fad  lump  in  a  Dungeon, 

Loaden  with  Chains  and  Fetters,  Colds  and  Hunger, 

Darknefs,  and  lingring  Death  for  his  Companions* 

And  let  me  fee  who  dare  attempt  his  Refcue, 

What  defperate  Fool  look  toward  it?  farewel, 

And  when  thou  know’ll;  him  thus,  lament  thy  Follies, 

Nay  I  will  make  thee  kneel  to  take  my  Offer: 

Once  more  farewell,  and  put  thy  truft  in  Puppits.  [Exit. 

Qiiifar.  If  none  dare  undertake  it,  I’ll  live  a  Mourner. 
jbakam.  You  cannot  want. 

Sia.  You  mull  not. 

Ruy.  ’Tis  moft  dangerous, 

And  wife  Men  wou’d  proceed  with  Care  and  Counfcl, 
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Yet  Tome  way  would  I  knew _ _ 

Walk  with  me,  Gentlemen- 


I  s 

[Exeunt. 


Manent,  Armufia,  and  his  Companions 
Arm.  How  do  you  like  her  Spirit  ?  *  W* 

ooza.  Tis  a  clear  one, 

C1°£da  WTh,nK  d'7  Ae  is  al!  Pure  Honour. 

Etna.  7  he  braveft  Wench  l  ever  look’d  upon 

vnt  uf  CLe  fl,r°nSeft  Pans>  fa  is  moft  fair,  *  ’ 

Yet  her  Mind  luch  a  Mirrour— — — . 

Arm.  What  an  A&ion 

W ou’d ^this  be  to  put  forward  on,  what  a  Glory, 

And  what  an  everlafting  Wealth  to  end  it?  Y 
Methinks  my  Soul  is  ftrangely  rais’d. 

To  ftep  into  it,  - 

To  bringC  tlfe  King  off3"13  e’er  ^  ^  determin’d. 
prm-  Things  have  been  done  as  dangerous. 

And  you  my  Friends  affift  me. 

None  but  our  Companions. 

Soza.  You  deal  wifely, 

And  if  we  ihrink,  the  name  of  Slaves  die  with  us. 

Stay  not  for  fecond  Thoughts. 

Arm.  I  am  determin’d ; 

And  though  I  lofe,  it  fhall  be-fung,  I  was  valiant, 

And  my  brave  Offer  fhall  be  turn'd  to  Story, 

Th^’hy  thc  Pr,lnfers  Tongue.  A  Boat,  that’s  all 

The  rtrPT  d’  3"d  Habits  lifce  to  Merchants, 

I  ne  reft  we  11  councel  as  we  go. 

Soza.  Away  then. 

Fortune  looks  fair  on  thofe,  make  hafte  to  win  her.  [£xtmf. 


Enter  Keeper ,  and  tzvo  or  three  Moors 
Keep.  J  Have  kept  many  a  Man,  and  many  a  great  one, 

A  fr  l  c°n^fs>  1  never  faw  before 

Whlre  rf  fUCMa  fufi?rancei  he  lies  now 

Where  neitheHiX  “y  my  ?°S’  for  rure  ’tWould  kill  him, 
m  “  a .  neitfter  light  or  comfort  can  come  near  him  • 

Tor  n°r,Eart'1  £hat’a  wholefome;  it  grieves 

lunl  AZ^/  King  With  a"  his  Gloryf  S 
Sunk  o  th  fudden  to  the  bottom  of  a  Dungeon, 


Whether 
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W  h ether  (hould  wc  defeend  tint  arc  poor  Rafcals,  ‘  ' 

If  we  had  our  Dcfcrts? 

i  Moor.  ’Tis  a  (Lange  wonder, 

Load  him  with  Irons,  opprefs  him  with  9on^”JP  \hing 
Which  are  the  Governor’s  commands,  give  him  notmng, 

Or  fo  little,  to  fultain  Life,  ’tis  next  nothing  i  . 

They  ftir  not  him,  he  frniles-upon  his  M'leries, 

And  bears  ’em  with  fuch  (Length,  as  if  his  Nature 
Had  been  nurs’d  up,  and  fofter’d  with  Calamities. 

i  Moor.  He  gives  no  ill  words,  curfcs,  nor  repines  not, 

Blames  nothing,  hopes  in  nothing,  we  can  hear  o  i  - 
And  in  the  midit  of  all  thefe  frights,  fears  nothing.  , 

Keep.  I’ll  be  fworn 

He  fears  not,  for  even  when  I  make  for  him, 

As  many,  times  my  Pity  will  compcll  me. 

When  other  Souls,  that  bear  not  half  £1S  Bur 1 '  <rlons . 

Shrink  in  their  Powers,  and  burft  with  their  Opprcflions, 

Then  will  he  fing,  wooe  his  Affli&ions, 

And  court  ’em  in  fid  Airs,  as  if  he  won id  wed 1  enV  nly 
i  Moor.  That’s  more  than  we  have  heard  yet,  we  ar  y 
Appointed  for  his  Guard,  but  not  fo  near  him. 

If  we  could  hear  that  wonder  , 

Keep.  Many  Times 

I  fear  the  Governor  lbould  come  to  know  it* 

For  his  Voice  fo  afFefts  me,  fo  delights  me. 

That  when  1  find  his  Hour,  I  have  Mufick  ready, 

And  it  (firs  me  infinitely  >  be  but  Hill  and  puvate, 

"itcLins,  bis  Heat  ant  Arms  only  Jfcw.  \ 

z  Moor.  We  will  not  ftir,  Sir  5  .  - 

This  is  a  fudden  change,  but  who  dares  blame  it. 

Keep.  Now  hark  and  melt,  for  I  am  fare  1  ihall  j 
Stand  filent  >  what  ftubborn  weight  of  Chains 

1  Moor.  Yet  he  looks  temperately.  ,  .  - 

2  Moor.  His  Eyes  not  funk,  and  his  Complexion  firm  toll. 

No  wildnefs,  no  diftemper’d  touch  upon  him. 

How  conftantly  he  fmiles,  and  how  undaunted  ? 

With  what  a  Majefty  he  heaves  his  Head  up.  L 

Keep.  Now  mark,  I  know  he  will  fing »  do  not  difturb  him. 
Your  allowance  from  the  Governor,  wou  d  it  were  more.  Sir, 

©r  in  my  power  to  make  it  handfomer.  . 

Km.  Do  not  tranfgrefs  thy  charge,  I  take  his  Bounty, 

And  Fortune,  whilft  1  bear  a  Mind  contented, 

Net  leaven’d  with  the  Glory  l  am  fallen  Lorn, 

Nor  hang  upon  vain  hopes,  that  may  corrupt  me. 
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Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  Thou  art  my  Slave,  and  I  appear  above  thee. 

Keep.  The  Governor  himfelf.  Gov.  What,  at  your  Banquet? 
And  in  fuch  State,  and  with  fuch  change  of  Service? 

King.  Nature’s  no  Glutton,  Sir,  a  little  ferves  her. 

Gov.  This  Diet’s  wholefome  then.  King.  I  beg  no  better. 

Gov.  A  calm  contented  Mind,  give  him  lefs  next* 

Thefe  full  Meals  will  opprefs  his  Health,  his  Grace 
Is  of  a  tender  and  pure  Conftitution, 

And  fuch  Repletions- - 

King.  Mock,  mock,  it  moves  not  me,  Sir, 

Thy  Mirths,  as  do  thy  Mifchiefs,  fly  behind  me. 

Gov.  Y e  carry  it  handfomely,  but  tell  me  Patience, 

Do  not  you  curfe  the  brave  and  royal  Lady, 

Your  gracious  Sifter?  do  not  you  damn  her  Pity, 

Damn  twenty  times  a  Day,  and  damn  it  ferioufiy  ? 

Do  not  you  fwear  aloud  too,  cry  and  kick  ? 

The  very  Soul  fweat  in  thee  with  the  Agony 
Of  her  contempt  of  me?  Couldft  not  thou  eat  her 
For  being  fo  injurious  to  thy  Fortune, 

Thy  fair  and  happy  Fortune?  Couldft  not  thou  wifti  her 
A  Baftard,  or  a  Whore,  Fame  might  proclaim  her* 

Black  ugly  Fame,  or  that  thou  hadft  had  no  Sifter? 

Spitting  the  general  Name  out,  and  the  Nature  * 

Blafpheming  Hcav’n  for  making  fuch  a  Mifchief* 

For  giving  Power  to  Pride,  and  Will  to  Woman? 

King.  No  Tyrant,  no,  I  blcfs  and  love  her  for  it* 

And  though  her  fcorn  of  thee,  had  laid  up  for  me 
As  many  Plagues  as  the  corrupted  Air  breeds, 

As  many  Mifchiefs  as  the  Hours  have  Minutes, 

As  many  forms  of  Death,  as  Doubt  can  figure  * 

Yet  I  fhould  love  more  ftill,  and  more  honour  her  * 

All  thou  canft  lay  upon  me,  cannot  bend  me, 

No,  not  the  ftroke  of  Death,  that  I  defpife  too: 

For  if  Fear  could  poflefs  me,  thou  hadft  won  me* 

As  little  from  this  hour  I  prize  thy  Flatteries, 

And  lefs  than  thofe  thy  Prayers,  though  tbou  would’ft  kneel  tome* 
And  if  {he  be  not  Miftrefs  of  this  Nature, 

She  is  none  of  mine,  no  kin,  and  I  contemn  her. 

Gov.  Are  you  fo  valiant,  Sir?  King.  Yes,  and  fo  fortunate  * 

For  he  that  holds  his  Conftancy  ftill  conquers* 

Hadft  thou  preferv’d  me  as  a  noble  Enemy, 

And  as  at  firft,  made  my  Reftraint  feem  to  me 
But  only  as  the  fhadow  of  Captivity, 

I  had  ftill  fpoke  thee  noble,  ftill  declar’d  thee 
A  valiant,  great,  and  worthy  Man,  ftill  lov’d  thee, 
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And  dill  prefer’d  thy  fair  Love  to  my  Sifter; 

But  to  compel  this  from  me  with  a  Mifery, 

A  rnoft  inhumane,  and  unhandfome  Slavery  — 

.  Gov.  You  will  relent  for  all  this  talk,  I  fear  not, 

And  put  your  Wits  a-work  again.  King.  You  are  cozen’d; 

Or  if  1  were  fo  weak  to  be  wrought  to  it, 

So  fearful  to  give  way  to  fo  much  Poverty, 

How  I  fhould  curfc  her  Heart,  if  fhe  confcnted?* 

Gov.  Youfhall  write,  and  entreat,'  or* - 

King.  Do  thy  utmoft,  . 

And  e’en  in  all  thy  Tortures  I’ll  laugh  at  thee. 

Til  think  thee  no  more  valiant,  but  a  Villain, 

Nothing  thou  haft  done  brave,  but  like  a  Thief, 

Atchiev’d  by  craft,  and  kept  by  cruelty; 

Nothing  thou  canft  deferve,  thou  art  unhoneft; 

Nor  no  way  live  to  build  a  Name,  thou  art  Barbarous. 

Gcv.  Down  with  him  low  enough,  there  let  him  murmur, 
AndYee  his  Diet  be  fo  light  and  little, 

He  grow  not  thus  high-hearted  on’t;  I  will  cool  ye, 

And  make  ye  cry  for  mercy,  and  be  ready 

To  work  my  Ends,  and  willingly ;  and  your  Sifter  taken  down, 

Your  fcornful,  cruel  Sifter,  ftiall  repent  too 

And  lue  to  me  for  Grace.  Give  him  no  Liberty, 

But  let  his  Bands  be  doubled,  his  Eafc  leftened;  —  « 

Nothing  his  Heart  defires,  but  vex  and  torture  him: 

Let  him  not  deep,  nothing  that’s  dear  to  Nature 
Let  him  enjoy,  yet  take  heed  that  he  die  not;  . 

Keep  him  as  near  Death,  and  as  willing  to  embrace  it. 

But  fee  he  arrive  not  at  it;  I  will  humble  Ijim, 

And  her  ftout  Heart  that  ftands  on  fiich  Defiance; 

And  let  me  fee  her  Champions  that  dare  venture; 

Her  high  and  mighty  wooers;  keep  your  Guards  clofe. 

And  as  you  love  your  Lives  be  diligent, 

And  what  I  charge,  obferve.  Omnes.  We  Shall  be  Dutiful. 

Gov.  I’ll  pull  your  Courage,  King,  and  all  your  Br&ery. 

[Exit  Governor. 

i  Moor.  Moft  certain  he  is  refolved,  nothing  can  ftir  him; 

For  if  he  had  but  any  part  about  him 

Gave  way  to  Fear  or  Hope,  he  durft  not  talk  thus, 

And  do  thus  ftoutly  too,  as  willingly, 

And  quietly  be  funk  down  to  his  Sorrows, 

As  fome  Men  do  to  their  Sleeps. 

Keep.  Yes,  and  deeps  with  ’em; 

So  little  he  regards  them,  there’s  the  wonder, 

And  often  foundly  deeps;  wou’d  I  durft  pity  him, 

Ox  wou’d  it  were  in  my  Will,  but  we  are  Servants, 

And 
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And  tied  unto  Command.  z  Moor.  I  wilh  him  better, 

But  much  I  fear  h’as  found  his  Tomb  already, 

We  mult  obferve  our  Guards.  i  Moor.  He  cannot  laft  long, 

And  when  he  is  dead,  he  is  free.  Keep.  That’s  the  molt  cruelly, 
That  we  mult  keep  him  living.  z  Moor.  That’s  as  he  pleafej 
For  that  Man  that  refolves,  needs  no  Phyflcian.  [Exeunt.. 

Enter  Armufia,  Soza,  and  Emanqel  like  Merchants ,  arm’d  under'* 

nsath. 

Arm.  Our  profperous  PalTage  was  an  Omen  to  us, 

A  lucky  and  a  fair  Omen.  Omties.  We  believe  it. 

Arm.  The  Sea  and  Wind  ftrove  who  fhould  molt  befriend  us, 
And  as  they  favour’d  our  defign,  and  lov’d  us, 

So  lead  us  forth - Where  lies  the  Boat  that  brought  us? 

Soz.  Safe  lodg’d  within  the  Reeds,  clofe  by  the  Caltle, 

That  no  Eye  can  fufpedt,  nor  Thought  come  near  it. 

Em.  But  where  have  you  been,  brave  Sir? 

Arm.  I  have  broke  the  Ice,  Boys, 

I  have  begun  the  Game,  fair  Fortune  guide  it} 

Sufpedfclefs  I  have  travcll’d  all  the  Town  through. 

And  in  this  Merchant’s  (hape  won  much  Acquaintance, 

Survey’d  each  ftrength  and  place  that  may  befriend  us, 

View’d  all  his  Magazines,  got  perfedt  knowledge 
Of  where  the  Prifon  is,  and  what  Power  guards  it. 

Soz.  Thefe  will  be  ftrong  Attempts.  Arm.  Courage  is  ftrong} 
What  we  begun  with  Policy,  my\dear  Friends, 

Let’s  end  with  manly  force ;  there’s  no  retiring, 

Unlefs  it  be  with  Shame.  Em.  Shame  him  that  hopes  it. 

Arm.  Better  a  few,  and  clearer  Fame  will  follow  us, 

However,  lofe  or  win,  and  fpeak  our  Memories, 

Than  if  we  led  our  Armies  j  things  done  thus, 

And  of  this  noble  weight,  will  Rile  us  Worthies. 

Soz.  Diredt,  and  we  have  done,  bring  us  to  execute, 

And  if  we  flinch,  or  fail -  Arm.  I  am  fure  ye  dare  net.' 

Then  farther  know,  and  let  no  Ear  be  near  us, 

That  may  be  falfe. 

Em.  Speak  boldly  on,  we  are  honeft } 

Our  Lives  and  Fortunes  yours. 

Arm.*  Hard  by  the  Place  then 
Where  all  his  Trcafure  lies,  his  Arms,  his  Women, 

Clofe  by  the  Prifon  too  where  he  keeps  the  King, 

I  have  hir’d  a  lodging,  as  a  Trading  Merchant, 

A  Cellar  to  that  too,  to  ftore  my  Wares  in, 

The  very  Wall  of  which  joins  to  his  Store-houfe. 

Soz.  What  of  all  this? 

Arm.  Ye  are  dull,  if  ye  apprehend  not} 

Into  that  Cellar,  cledted  Friends,  I  have  convey’d, 

"  C  z  •  '■  And 


\ 


io  The  Ijlatid  Princefs. 

And  unfufpe&edtoo,  that  that  will  do  it; 

That  that  will  make  all  fliake,  and  fmoak  too. 

Em.  Ha? 

Arm.  My  Thoughts  have  not  been  idle,  nor  my  Pra&ice; 

The  Fire  I  brought  here  with  me  fliall  do  fomething, 

Shall  built  into  material  Flames,  and  bright  ones, 

That  all  the  Ifland  fhall  Itand  wondring  atir, 

As  if  they  had  been  Aricken  with  a  Comet;  ' 

Powder  is  ready,  and  enough  to  work  it, 

The  Match  is  left  a-fire,  all,  all  hufht,  and  loekt  clofe, 

No  Man  fufpe<?cing what  I  am  but  Merchant; 

An  hour  hence,  my  brave  Friends,  look  for  the  fury, 

The  Fire  to  light  us  to  our  honour’d  purpofe, 

For  by  that  rime  ’twill  take.  Soz.  What  are  our  Duties? 

Arm.  W  hen  all  are  lull  of  fear  and  fl  ight,  the  Governor 
Out  of  his  Wits,  to  fee  the  Fiames  fo  imperious, 
ftcady  to  turn  to  Afhes  all  he  worfhips, 

And  all  the  People  there  to  flop  thefe  Ruins, 

No  Man  regarding  any  private  Office; 

Then  flie  we  to  the  Prifon  fuddenly, 

Here’s  one  has  found  the  way,  and  dares  diredi  us. 

Em.  Then  to  our  Swords  and  good  Hearts, 

I  long  for  it. '  . 

Arm.  Certain  we  ffiall  not  find  much  Oppofition, 

But  what  is  mull  be  forced.  Soz.  ’Tis  bravely  call,  Sir, 

And  furely  too,  1  hope.  Arm.  If  the  Fire  fail  not, 

And  Powder  hold  his  Nature  ;  fome  mult  prefently 
Upon  the  firft  cry  of  th’  amazed  People, 

(For  nothing  will  be  markt  then,  but  the  Mifery) 

Be  ready  with  the  Boat  upon  an  inftant, 

And  then  all’s  right  and  fair.  Em.  Blefs  us  dear  Fortune. 

Arm.  Let  us  be  worthy  of  it  in  our  Courage, 

And  Fortune  muft  befriend  us  ;  come,  all  Aver, 

But  keep  fiill  within  fight,  when  the  flame  riles 
Let’s  meet,  or  either  do,  or  die. 

Soza.  So  be  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Governor ,  and  Captain. 

Gov.  No  Captain,  for  thofe  Troops  we  need  ’em  not, 

The  Town  is  ftrong  enough  to  ftand  their  Furies; 

I  wou’d  fee  them  come,  and  offer  to  do  fomething. 

They  are  high  in  Words.  Capt.  ’Tis  fafer,  Sir,  than  doing. 

Gov .  Dolt  think  they  dare  Attempt? 

Capt.  May  be  by  Treaty, 

But  lure  by  Force  they  will  not  prove  fo  froward. 

Gov.  No  Faith,  I  warrant  thee,  they  know  me  well  enough, 

And 
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AndMcnow  they  have  no  Child  in  hand  to  play  with : 

They  know  my  Nature  too,  I  have  bit  fome  of  ’em, 

And  to  the  Bones,  they  have  reafon  to  remember  me. 

It  makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  glorious 

The  Fools  are  in  their  Promifes,  and  how  pregnant 

Their  Wits  and  Powers  are  to  bring  things  to  pafs; 

Am  I  not  grown  lean  with  lofs  of  Sleep  and  Care 
To  prevent  thefe  Threatnings,  Captain? 

Capt.  You  look  well,  Sir: 

Upon  my  Confcicnce  you  are  not  like  to  ficken 
Upon  any  fuch  Conceit.  Gov.  I  hope  I  fhall  not : 

Well,  wou’d  I  had  this  Wench,  for  I  muft  have  her, 

She  mull  be  mincj  and  there’s  another  charge,  Captain  > 

What  betwixt  Love  and  Brawling  I  got  nothing, 

All  goes  in  Maintenance — — . 

Hark,  What  was  that,  [ The  train  takes. 

That  noife  there?  It  went  with  a  violence. 

Capt.  Some  old  Wall  belike,  Sir, 

Th  at  had  no  neighbour  help  to  hold  it  up, 

Is  fallen  fuddenly.  Gcv:  I  muftdifeard  thefe  Rafcals, 

That  are  not  able  to  maintain  their  Buildings, 

They  blur  the  beauty  of  the  Town. 

Within..  Fire,  Fire. 

Gov.  I  hear  another  tune,  good  Captain, 

It  comes  on  frefher  ftill,  ’tis  loud  and  fearful} 

Look  up  into  the  Town,  Jaow  bright  the  Airfhews* 

Upon  my  Life  fome  fudden  Fire.  [Exit  Cap. 

The  Bell  too  ?  [Bell  rings, 

I  hear  the  Noife  more  clear. 

Enter  Citizens. 

Cit.  Fire,  Fire.  Gov.  Where?  Where? 

Cit.  Suddenly  taken  in  a  Merchant’s  Houfe,  Sir, 

Fearful  and  high  it  blazes}  help,  good  People. 

Gov.  Pox  o'their  Paper-Houfes,  how  they  fmother, 

They  light  like  Candles,  how  the  Roar  ltill  rlfes  ? 

Enter  Captain. 

Capt.  Your  Magazine’s  a  five,  Sir,  help,  help  fuddenly. 

The  Caftle  too  is  in  danger,  in  much  dan  er, 

All  will  be  loft,  get  the  People  prefently,  . 

And  all  that  are  your  Guard,  and  all  heip,  all  Hands,  Sir, 

You**  Wealth,  your  Strength,  is  burnt  elfc'}  the  Town  perifht} 

The  Caftle  now  begins  to  flame.  Gov.  My  Soul  fhakes. 

Cap.  A  Merchant’s  Houfe  next  joining?  Shame  light  on  him. 
That  ever  fuch  a  Neighbour,  fuch  a  Villain* — 

Gov.  Raife  all  the  Garrifon,  and  bring  ’em  up. 
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.  -  Enter  other  Citizens. 

And  beat  the  People  forward - Oh  I  have  loft  all 

In  one  Houfe,  all  my  hopes;  good  worthy  Citizens 
Follow  me  all,  and  all  your  Powers  give  to  me, 

1  will  reward  you  all.  Oh  curfed  Fortune -  * 

The  Flame’s  more  violent;  arife  ftill,  help,  help,  Citizens, 

Freedom  and  Wealth  to  him  that  helps;  follow,  oh  follow* 

Fling  Wine  or  any  thing,  I’ll  fee’t  recompenc’d. 

Buckets,  more  Buckets;  Fire,  Fire,  Fire.  [Ex.Omnes. 

Enter  Armufia,  and  his  Company. 

Arm.  Let  it  flame  on,  a  comely  light  it  gives  us 
To  our  Difcovery.  Soza.  Hark,  what  a  merry  Cry 
Thefc  Hounds  make!  Forward  fairly, 

We  are  not  feen  in  the  iMift  ;swe  are  not  noted.  Away, 

Away.  Now  if  we  lofe  our  Fortune -  [Exit. 

Enter  Captain  and  Citizens. 

Cap:  Up  Soldiers,  up  and  deal  like  Men. 

Cit.  More  Water,  more  Water,  all  is  confum’d  elfe. 

Cap.  All’s  gone,  unlefs  you  undertake  it  ftraight,  your 
Wealth  too,  that  muft  preferve,  and  pay  your  Labour  bravely. 

Up,  up,  away.  [Ex.  Cap.  and  Cit.  %henv 

Enter  Armufia  and  his  Companions  breaking  open  a  door. 

Arm.  So,  thou  art  open,  keep  the  way  clear 
Behind  ftill.  Now  for  the  place. 

Sold.  ’Tis  here,  Sir.  Arm.  Sure  this  is  it. 

Force  open  the  door - A  miferable  Cjeaturc! 

Yet  by  his  manly  Face -  •  [The  King  discover' 

King.  Why  flare' ye  on  me? 

You  cannt  put  on  Faces  to  affright  me: 

In  Death  I  am  a  King  ftill,  and  contemn  ye ; 

Where  is  that  Governour?  Methinks  his  Manhood 
Should  be  well  pleas’d  to  fee  my  Tragedy, 

And  come  to  bath  his  ftern  Eyes  in  my  Sorrows; 

I  dare  him  to  the  fight,  bring  his  fcorns  with  him,  t 
And  all  his  rugged  Threats;  here’s  a  Throat,  Soldiers; 

Come,  fee  Who  can  ftrike  deepeft.  Ema.  Break  the  Chain  there. 
King.  What  does  this  mean? 

Arm.  Coqac  talk  of  no  more  Governors, 

Fie  has  other  bufinef?,  Sir,  put  your  Legs  forward, 

And  gather  up  your  Courage  like  a  Man, 

"  We’ll  carry  off  your  Head  elfe;  we  are  Friends, 

And  come  to  give  your  Sorrows  eale. 

Soza.  On  bravely ; 

Delays  may  lofe  again. 

Enter  Guard. 

'Arm.  The  Guard.  Soza.  Upon  '%m: 

Arm , 
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Am.  Make  fpeedy,  and  fure  work.  Ema.  They  fly. 

Arm.  Up  with  him  and  to  the  Boat;  Hand  fad,  now  be  fpeedy; 
When  this  heat’s  palty  we’ll  ling  our  Hiltory: 

Away,  like  Thoughts,  fudden  as  Defires,  Friends  ; 

Now  facred  Chance  be  ours. 

Soza.  Pray  when  we  have  done.  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens  fc-ver  ally. 
i  Cit.  What,  is  the  Fire  allaid  ?  \ 

z  Cit.  ’Tis  out,  his  out, 

Or  part  the  word:,  1  never  did  fo  Itoutly, 

I’ll  allure  you  Neighbours,  fince  Fwas  a  man  ; 

I  have  been  burnt  at  both  Ends  like  a  fquib, 

I  liv’d  two  hour§,  in  the  Fire,  ’twas  a  hideous  matter  ; 

But  when  Men  of  Underltanding  come  about  it, 

Men  that  judge  of  things;  my  Wife  gave  me  over. 

And  took  her  leave  a  hundred  times,  1  bore  up  Hill, 

And  toft  the  Buckets,  Boys. 

3  Cit.  We  are  all  meer  Ma'rtins. 

1  Cit.  I  heard  a  Voice  at  latter  end  o’th’hurry, 

Or  elfe  I  dreamt  I  heard  it,  that  faid  Treafon. 

2  Cit.  ’Tis  like  enough,  it  might  cry  Murder  too,  for  there  was 
Many  without  a  joint,  but  what’s  that  to  us-:  Let’s  home 

And  fright  our  Wives,  for  we  look  like  Devils. 

Enter  three  Women. 

3  Cit.  Here  come  fome  of  ’em  to  fright  us. 

1  Worn.  Mine’s  alive  Neighbour - Oh  fweet  honey  Husband. 

2  Cit.  Thou  licit,  I  Itink  abominably,  and  thou  hadlt  been 
In  my  place,  thou  would’lt  have  Hunk  at  both  ends. 

Get  me  fome  drink,  give  me  whole  Tuns  of  Drink, 

Whole  Cilterns,  for  I  have  four  dozen  of  fine  Firebrands 
In  my  Belly,  I  have  more  fmoke  in  my  Mouth,  than  would 
Blote  a  hundred  Herrings. 

2  Worn'.  Art  thou  come  fafe  again? 

3  Worn.  I  pray  you  what  became  of  my  Man,  is  he  in  a  Well? 

2  Cit.  At  Heart’s  eafe  in  a  Well,  is  very  well  Neighbour; 

We  left  him  drinking  of  a  new  dozen  of  Buckets, 

Thy  Husband’s  happy,  he  was  through  roalted, 

And  now  he’s  baiting  himfelf  at  all  points: 

The -Clark  and  he  are  cooling  their  Pericranium?; 

Body  oh  me  Neighbours,  there’s  Fire  in  ny  Codpiece. 

1  Worn.  Blefs  my  Husband*  (Store-houfc 

2  Cit.  Blow  it  out  Wife' - Blow,  blow,  the  Gable  end  a’th* 

Women.  Some  Water,  Water,  Water. 

3  Cit.  Peace,  ’tis  but  a  fparkle  ; 

Raife  not  the  Town  again,  ’twill  be  a  great  hindrance; 

I’m  glad  ’tis  out ;  and  bad  ta’cn  in  my  Hayloft  ? 
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What  frights  arc  thefe,  marry  Heav’n  blefsthy  modicum. 

3  But  is  a  drown’d  outright  ?pray  pucmc  out  of  Fear  Ncigfy,- 

z  Cit.  Thou  wculd’ft  have  it  fo,  but  after  a  hundred  (bour. 
Fires  more  he’ll  live  to  fee  thee  burnt  for  brewing  mufty  Liquor, 
i  Cit .  Come  let’s  go  Neighbour. 
z  Cit.  For  I  would  very  fain  turn  down  this  Liquor  ; 

Come,  come,  I  fry  like  a  burnt  Mary-bonc; 

Women  get  you  afore,  and  draw  upon  us; 

•  fun  Wenches,  run,  and  let  your  Taps  run  with  ye ; 

Run  as  the  fire, were  in  your  Tails,  cry  Ale,  Ale. 

Worn.  Away,  lersTfraurifti  the  poor  Wretches. 

"2  Cit.  We’ll  rally  up  the  reft  of  the  burnt  Regiment. 

Enter  Governour ,  Captain ,  Soldier ,  and  Guard. 

Gov.  The  Fire’s  quench’d  Captain,  but  the  Mifchicf  hangs  dill  5 
The  King’s  redeem’d,  and  gonc'too;  a  Trick,  a  damn’d  once 
Oh  I  am  overtaken  poorly,  tamely. 

Capt.  Where  were  the  Guard  that  waited  upon  the  Prifon? 

Sol.  Mod  of  ’em  (lain,  yet  fomc  fcap’d,  Sir,  and  they  deliver, 
They  faw  a  little  Boat  ready  to  receive  him,' 

And  thofe  redeem’d  him,  making  fuch  hade  and  Fighting; 

Fighting  beyond  the  force  of  Men.  Gov.  I  am  loft,  Captain, 
And  all  the  World  will  laugh  at  this,  andfeorn  me: 

Count  me  a'heavy  fleepy  Fool,  a  Coward, 

A  Coward  pad  recovery,  a  confirm’d  Coward, 

One  without  Carriage,  or  common  Senfe. 

Sol.  He’s  gone,  Sir, 

And  put  to  Sea  amain,  paft  our  Recovery, 

Not  a  Boat  ready  to  puriue;  if  there  were  any 
The  People  ftand  amaz’d  fo  at  their  Valour, 

And  the  firdden  fright  of  Fire,  none  knows  to  execute. 

Gov.  Oh,  i  could  tear  my  Limbs,  and  knock  my  Boys  Brains 
’Gainft  every  Poft  I  meet;  fool’d  with  a  Fire? 

Capt.  It  was  a  crafty  Trick.  Gov.  No,  I  was  lazy.,  « 
Confident,  fluggifli  lazy,  had  I  but  met  ’em, 

And  chang’d  a  dozen  Blows,  I  had  forgiv’n’em; 

By  both  thefe  Hands  held  up,  and  by  that  Brightnefs 
That  gilds  the  World  with  Light,  by  all  our  Worfhips, 

The  hidden  ebbs  and  flows  of  the  blue  Ocean, 

I  will  not  reft; -no  Mirth  (hall  dwell  upon  me, 

Wine  touch  my  Mouth,  nor  any  thing  refrefh  me, 

Till  I  be  wholly  quit  of  this  Dilhonour: 

Make  ready  my  Barrato' s  inftantly, 

And  what  I  fhall  intend -  Capt .  We  are  your  Servants.  [£*. 

Enter  Quifara,  and  Ruy  Dias. 

Quifar.  Never  tell  me,  you  never  car’d  £0  win  me, 

Never  for  my  fake  to  attempt  a  Deed, 
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Might  draw  me  to  a  Thought,  you  fought  my  Favour.0 
if  not  for  love  of  me,  for  love  of  Arms,  Sir, 

For  that  Caufe  you  profefs,  for  love  of  Honour, 

Of  which  you  ftile  your  felf  the  mighty  Matter, 

You  might  have  ftept  out  nobly,  and  made  an  Otter, 

As  if  you  had  intended  fomething  excellent, 

Put  on  a  forward  Face.  Ruy.  Dear  Lady,  hold  me— — . 
Quifar.  i  hold  ye,  as  I  find  ye,  a  faint  Servant. 

Ruy.  By - 1  dare  do' - •  §uifar.  In  a  Lady’s  Chamber*. 

I  dare  believe  ye,  there’s  no  mortal  Danger: 

Give  me  the  Man  that  dares  do,  to  deferve  that: 

I  thought  you  Portugals  had  been  rare  Wonders, 

Men  of  thole  haughty  Courages  and  Credits, 

That  all  things  were  confin’d  within  your  Promifes, 

The  Lords  of  Fate  and  Fortune  I  believ’d  ye, 

But  well  I  fee  I  am  deceiv’d,  Ruy  Diasy 
And  blame,  too  late,  my  much  Belief. 

Ruy.  I  am-ftfham’d,  Lady, 

I  was  fo  dull,  fo  ftupid  to  your  Offer ; 

Now  you  have  once  more  fchool’d  me,  I  am  right-. 

And  fomething  fhall  be  thought  on  fuddenly, 

And  put  in  A6t  as  foon,  fome  preparation  ? 

Quifar.  And  give  it  out  ? 

Ruy.  Yes,  Lady,  and  fo  great  too* 

In  which,  the  Noife  of  all  my  Country-men - 

ghiifar.  Thofe  will  do  well,  for  they  are  all  approv’d  ones. 

And  though  he  be  rettor’d  alive.  Ruy.  I  have  ye. 

ghtifar.  For  then  we  are  both  Servants.  Ruy.  I  conceive  yc. 
Good  Madam  give  me  leave  to  turn  my  Fancies. 

Ghitfar.  Xy o,  and  make  all  things  fit,  and  then  I’livifit  you.  [Ex. 
Ruy.  My  felf,  my  Coufin,  and  the  Garrifon, 

The  Neighbours  of  the  out-Ifles  of  our  Nation, 

Siana’s  ftrength,  for  I  can  humour  him  : 

And  proud  Bckamus ,  I  fhall  deceive  his  Glory.  [AJhout. 

What  ringing  found  of  Joy  is  this  ?  Whence  comes  it  ? 

May  be  the  Princes  are  in  fport. 

Enter  Piniero,  and  Chriftophero. 

Pin .  W  h  e  r  e  a  re  y  e  ? 

Ruy.  Now  Piniero ,  what’s  the  hafte  you  feek  me? 

Pin.  Do  you  know  this  Sign,  Sir?  Ruy.  Ha! 

Pin.  Do  you  know  this  Emblem  ? 

Your  Nofe  is  boar’d.  Ruy.  Soar’d?  what’s  that? 

Pin.  You’re  topt,  Sir:  ,  *  . 

The  King’s  come  home  again,  the  King.  Ruy.  The  Devil  ? 

Pin.  Nay  fure  he  came  a  God’s  Name  home* 

He’s  return’d,  Sir.  Cbrifi.  And  all  this  Joy  ye  hear  — 

D  .  Ruy. 
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Ruy.  Who  durft  attempt  him? 

The  Princes  are  all  here.  Chrift.  They  arc  worthy  Princes, 

They  are  fpecial  Princes,  all  they  love  by  Ounces. 

Believe  it  Sir,  ’tis  done,  and  done  mod  bravely  and  eafily. 

What  Fortune  have  yc  loft,  Sir? 

What  Juftice  have  ye  now  onto  this  Lady?  * 

Pin.  How  Hands  your  Claim  ? 

That  ever  Man  ftiould  be  fool’d  foj 

When  he  fhould  do  and  profper;  ftand  protefting, 

Kiftfng  the  Hand,  and  farting  for  a  Favour, 

When  he  fliould  be  about  his  Bufincfs  fweatingj 
She  bid  you  go,  and  pick’d  you  out  a  purpofe, 

To  make  your  felf  a  fortune  by,  a  Lady,  a  Lady,  and  a  lufty  one, 

A  lovely,  that  now  you  may  go  look,  (he  pointed  ye, 

Knowing  you  were  a  Man  of  Worth  and  Merit, 

And  bid  you  fly\  you  have  made  a  fair  flight  on’t, 

You  have  caught  a  Goofe. 

Ruy.  How  dare  you  thus  moleft  me?  \_AJb§ut. 

It  cannot  be.  Chrift.  Hark  how  the  general  Joy  rings! 

Pin.  Have  you  your  hearing  left?  Is  not  that  Drunk  too? 

For  if  you  had  been  fober,  you  had  been  wife  fure. 

Ruy.  Done?  Who  dares  do?  Pin.  It  feems  an  honeft  Fellow, 
That  has  ended  his  Market  before  you  be  up. 

Chrift.  The  fliamc  on’t’s  a  Stranger  too.  Pin.  *Tis  no  Shame, 
He  took  her  at  her  Word,  and  tied  the  Bargain, 
flealt  like  a  Man  indeed,  ftood  not  demurring, 

But  clapt  clofc  to  the  Caufe,  as  he  will  do  to  the  Lady : 

’Is  a  Fellow  of  that  fpeed  and  handfomnefs, 

He  will  get  her  with  Child  too,  e’er  you  lb  all  come  to  know  him  } 
Is  it  not  brave,  a  Gentleman  fcarce  Landed, 

Scarce  eating  of  the  'Air  here,  not  acquainted, 

No  circumftance  of  Love  depending  on  him, 

Nor  no  command  to  ftiew  him,  muft  ftart  forth, 

At  the  fir  ft  fight  too -  Ruy.  I  am  undone. 

Pin.  Like  an  Oyfter: 

She  neither  taking  view,  nor  value  of  him. 

Unto  fuch  Deeds  as  thefe - Pox  o’thefc, 

Thefe  wife  delayings—————  They  make  Men  Cowards. 

You  are  undone  as  a  Man  would  undo  an  Egg, 

A  hundred  lhames  about  ye. 

Enter  Quifara,  Panura,  and  Train. 

§uifar.  Can  it  be  poflible, 

,  A  Stranger  that  I  have  not  known,  nor  feen  yet,  \ 

A  Man  I  never  grac’d}  O  Captain,  Captain, 

What  ftiall  1  do?  I  am  betray’d  by  Fortune, 

It  cannot  be,  it  muft  not  be.  Pin.  It  is  Lady, 

And 
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And  by  my  Faith  a  handfome  Gentleman  ; 

’Tis  his  poor  Scholar’s  Prize.  Quifar.  Muft  I  be  given 
Unto  a  Man  I  never  faw,  ne’er  fpoke  with, 

I  know  not  of  what  Nation  ?  Pin.  Is  a  Portugal , 

And  of  as  good  a  pitch,  he  will  be  giv’n  to  you  Lady, 

For  he’s  giv’n  much  to  handfome  Flelh. 

Quifar.  Oh  Ruy  Dias , 

This  was  your  floath,  your  lloath,  your  (loath,  Ruy  Dias . 

Pin.  You  love  (loath,  Unkle,  do  you  find  it  now? 

You  (hould  have  done  at  firft,  and  fa  thfuliy:  [ A  Jhout . 

And  then  th’  other  had  lyed  ready  for  ye; 

Maiam,  the  general  Joy  comes. 

§uifar.  We  mult  meet  it - But  with  what  Comfort? 

Enter  Citizens  carrying  Boughs ,  Boys  ftnging  after  'em ;  Then  King , 
Armufia,  Soza,  Emanuel ;  the  Princes  and  Train  following. 
S>Hiifar.  Oh  my  dear  Brother,  what  a  joy  runs  thro*  me. 

To  fee  you  fafe  again,  your  felf,  and  mighty, 

What  a  bleft  Day  is  this?  King.  Rife  up  fair  Sifter, 

I  am  not  welcome  till  you  have  embrac’d  me. 

Ruy.  A  general  gladnefs.  Sir,  flies  through  the  City, 

And  Mirth  poflefies  all  to  fee  your  Grace  arrive. 

Thus  happily  arriv’d  again,  and  fairly  ; 

’Twas  a  brave  venture  who  fo  e’er  put  for  it, 

A  high  and  noble  one,  worthy  much  Honour; 

And  had  it  fail’d,  we  had  not  fail’d,  great  Sir, 

And  in  fhort  time  too,  to  have  forc’d  the  Governor, 

In  fpight  of  all  his  Threats. -  King.  1  thank  yc,  Gentleman. 

Ruy.  And  all  his  Subtilties,  to  fet  you  free, 

With  all  his  Heart  and  Will  too.  King.  I  know  ye  love  me. 

Pin.  This  had  been  good  with  fomethirig  done  before  it, 
Something  fet  off  to  beautifie  it,  now  it  founds  empty,  like 
A  Barber's  Bafon,  pox  there’s  no  Metal  in’t,  no  noble  Marrow. 

Bakam.  I  have  an  Army,  Sir,  but  that  the  Governor, 

The  foolilh  Fellow  was  a  little  provident, 

And  wife  in  letting ‘flip  no  time,  became  him  too, 

That  would  have  fcour’d  him  elfe,  and  all  his  Confines; 

That  would  have  rung  him  fuch  a  Peal - - 

Pin.  Yes  backward, 

To  make  Dogs  houl,  I  know  thee  to  a  farthing, 

Thy  Army’s  good  for  Hawks,  there’s 
Nothing  but  Sheeps  Hearts  in  it. 

Sia.  I  have  done  nothing,  Sir,  therefore 
I  think  it  convenient  I  fay  little  what  I  purpofed. 

And  what  my  Love  intended.  King.  I  like  your  Modefty, 

And  t^  ank  ye  royal  Friends,  I  know  it  griev’d  ye 
To  know  my  Mifery;  but  this  Man,  Princefs, 
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I  mud  thank  heartily,  indeed,  and  truly, 

For  this  Man  law  me  in  it,  and  redeem’d  me: 

He  lookt  upon  me  finking,  and  then  caught  me. 

This  Sifter,  this,  this  ail  Man,  this  all  Valour, 

This  pious  Man.  Ruy.  My  Countenance,  it  (hames  me, 
One  fcarce  arriv’d,  not  harden’d  yet,  not  read 

In  dangers  and  great  deeds,  Sca-fick,  not  feafon’d - - 

Oh  I  have  boy’d  my  felf.  King.  This  noble  Bulwark, 
This  Launce  and  Honou£  of  our  Age  and  Kingdom  3 
This  that  I  never  can  reward,  nor  hope 
To  be  once  worthy  of  the  Name  of  Friend  to, 

This,  this  Man  from  the  Bowels  of  my  Sorrows 
Has  new  begot  my  Name,  and  once  more  made  me: 

Oh  Sifter,  if  there  may  be  Thanks  for  this, 

Or  any  thing  near  Recom pence  invented. 

Arm.  You  are  too  noble,  Sir,  there  is  Reward 
Above  my  A6tion  too  by  Millions: 

A  Recom  pence  fo  rich  and  glorious, 

I  durft  not  dream  it  mine,  but  that  ’twas  promifed  3 
But  that  it  was  propounded,  fworn  and  fealed 
Before  the  Face  of  Heav’n,  I  durft  not  hope  it, 

For  nothing  in  the  Life  of  Man  or  Merit, 

It  is  fo  truly,  great,  can  elfe  embrace  it. 

King.  O  fpeak  it,  fpeak  it,  blefs  mine  Ears  to  hear  it, 
Make  me  a  happy  Man,  to  know  it  may  be, 

For  ftill  methinks  I  am  a  Prifoner, 

And  feel  no  Liberty  before  I  find  it. 

Arm.' Then  know  it  is  your  Sifter,  fhe  is. mine,  Sir, 

I  claim  her  by  her  own  word,  and  her  Honour  3 
It  was  her  open  Promile  to  that  Man 
That  durft  redeem  ye)  Beauty  fet  me  on, 

And  Fortune  crowns  me  fair,  if  ftie  receive  me. 

King.  Receive  ye,  Sir-— why  Sifter— -ha— fo  backward, 
Stand  as  you  knew  me  not?  nor  what  he. has  ventured? 
My  deal  eft  Sifter.  Arm.  Good  Sir  pardon  me. 

There  is  a  blufhing  Modefty  becomes  her, 

That  holds  her  back 3  Women  arc  nice  to  wooe,  Sirs 
I  would  not  have  her  forc’d  3  give  her  fair  Liberty  5 
For  things  compell’d  and  frighted,  of  foft  Natures, 

Turn  into  Fears,  and  fly  from  their  own  wilhes. 

King.  Look  on  him  my  ]uifara ,  fuch  another, 

Oh  all  ye  Powers,  fo  excellent  in  Nature! 

In  Honour  fo  abundant ! -  Quifar.  I  eonfefs,  Sir,  - 

Confcfs  my  word  is  paft  too,  he  has  purchafed  3 
Yet  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  thinks  but  tune 
To  be  acquainted  with  his  Worth  and  Perfons 
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To  make  me  fit  to  know  it;  we  are  both  Stranger?, 

And  how  we  fhould  believe  fo  fuddenly, 

Or  come  to  fatten  our  Affe6tions—  - 
Alas.  Love  has  his  Complements.  King.  Be  fudden 
And  certain  in  your  way,  no  Woman  doubles, 

Nor  coy  delays;  you  are  his,  and  fo  afliire  it. 

Or  caft  from  me  and  my  remembrance  ever; 

Refped  your  word,  I  know  you  will;  come  Sitter, 

Let’s  fee  what  welcome  you  can  give  a  Prifoner,  - 

And  what  fair  looks  a  Friend - Oh  my  moft  Noble 

Princes,  no  Difcontents,  but  all  be  lutty, 

He  that  frowns  this  Day  is  an  open  Enemy: 

Thus  in  my  Arms,  my  dear.  Arm.  You  make  me  blufh,  Sir. 

King.  And  now  lead  on - 

Our  whole  Court  crown’d  with  Pleafure. 

Ruy.  Madam,  defpair  not,  fomething  fhall  be  done  yet, 

And  fuddenly,  and  wifely.  Quifar.  O  Ruy  Dias. 

Pin.  Well,  he’s  a  brave  Fellow,  and  he  hasdeferv’d  her  richly; 
And  you  have  had  your  Hands  full  I  dare  fwear,  Gentlemen. 

Soza.  We  have  done  fomething,  Sir,  if  it  hit  right. 

Chrifi.  The  Woman  has  no  Eyes  elfe,  nor  no  Honetty, 

So  much  I  think. 

Pin.  Come,  let’s  go  bounce  amongft  ’em, 

To  the  King’s  Health,  and  my  brave  Country-man’s. 

My  Uncle  looks  as  though  he  were  ttck  o’th’  Worms,  Friends. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE! 

Enter  Piniero. 

Mine  Uncle  haunts  me  up  and  down,  looks trteTancholly, 
Wondrous  proof  Melancholy,  fometimes  fwears, 

Then  whittles,  ftarts,  cries  and  groans,  as  if  he  had  the  Bots, 
As  to  fay  truth,  I  think  h’as  little  better, 

And  wou’d  fain  fpeak ;  bids  me  good  Morrow  at  Midnight, 
And  good  Night  when ’tis  Noon;  has  fomething  hovers 
About  his  Brains,  that  would  fain  find  an  ittiie, 

But  cannot  out,  or  dares  not;  itill  he  fellows. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

How  he  looks  ftill,  and  how  he  beats  about, 

Like  an  old  Dog  at  a  dead  lcent  ?  I  marry, 

There  was  a  Sigh  wou’d  a  fet  a  Ship  a  failing; 

Thefe  winds  of  love  and  honour,  blow  at  all  ends. 

Now  fpeak  and’t  be  thy  Will:  Good  morrow  Uncle. 
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Ruy.  Good  morrow,  Sir.  Pin.  This  is  a  new  Salute; 

Sure  h’as  forgot  me*  this  is  a  pur-blind  Cupid. 

Ruy.  My  Nephew?  Pin.  Yes,  Sir,  if  I* be  hot  chang’d. 

Ruy.  I  wou’d  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Pin.  I  wou’d  fain  have  ye,  Sir, 

For  to  that  end  I  flay.  Ruy.  You  know  I  love  ye. 

And  I  have  lov’d  ye  long,  my  dear  Piniero , 

Bred  and  fupply’d  you.  Pin.  Whither  walks  this  Preamble  ?  / 

Ruy.  You  may  remember,  though  Jam  but  your  Uncle, 

I  fure  had  a  Father’s  Care,  a  Father’s  Tendernefs. 

Pin.  Sure  he  would  wrap  me  into  fomething  now  fuddcnly. 

He  doubts  my  Nature  in,  for  mine  is  honeft, 

He  winds  about  me  fo.  Ruy.  A  Father’s  Diligence. 

My  private  Benefits  I  have  forgot,  Sir, 

But  thofe  you  might  lay  claim  to  as  my  Follower; 

Yet  fomc  Men  wou’d  remember -  Pin.  I  do  daily; 

Ruy.  The  Place  which  I  have  put  ye  in,  which  is  no  weak  one, 

Next  to  my  felf  you  (land  in  all  Employments, 

Your  Counfels,  Cares,  Affignments  with  me  equal, 

So  is  my  ftudy  fiill  to  plant  your  Perfon  ; 

Thefe  are  fmall  Tcftimonies  I  have  not  forgot  ye, 

Nor  wou’d  not  be  forgotten.  Pin.  Sure  you  cannot. 

Ruy.  Oh  Pinicre -  Pin.  Sir,  what  hangs  upon  you, 

What  heavy  weight  opprefies  ye,  ye  have  loft 
(I  mud  confefs,  in  thofe  that  underftand  ye) 

Some  little  of  your  Credit,  but  time  will  cure  that; 

The  beft  may  flip  fometimes.  Ruy.  Oh  my  bell  Nephew  — 

Pin.  It  may  be  ye  fear  her  too,  that  difturbs  ye. 

That  ihe  may  fall  her  felf,  or  be  forc’d  from  ye. 

Ruy.  She  is  ever  true,  but  I  undone  for  ever. 

Oh  that  Jrmufta^  that  new  thing,  that  Stranger, 

That  Flag  iluck  up  to  rob  me  of  mine  Honour; 

That  murd’ring  Chain  fhot  at  me  from  my  Country  ; 

That  goodly  Plague  that  I  muft  court  to  kill  me. 

Pin.  Now  it  comes  flowing  from  him,  I'  fear’d  this, 

Knew,  that  he  durft  be  idle,  durft  be  ill  too. 

Has  he  not  done  a  brave  thing? 

Ruy.  I  muft  confcfs  it  Nephew,  muft  allow  it. 

But  that  brave  thing  has  undone  me,  has  funk  me, 

Has  trod  me  like  a  Name  in  Sand,  to  nothing, 

Hangs  betwixt  hope  and  me,  and  threatens  my  Ruin; 

And  if  he  rife  and  blaze,  farewcl  my  Fortune; 

And  when  that’s  fet,  where’s  thy  Advancement,  Coufin? 

That  were  a  Friend,  that  were  a  noble  Kinfman, 

That  would  confidcr  thefe;  that  Man  were  grateful; 

And  he  that  durft  do  fomething  here,  durft  love  me. 

Pin.  You  fay  true,  ’tis  worth  Confideration,  Your 
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Yeur  Reafom  arc  of  weight,  and  mark  me  Uncle, 

For  I’ll  be  fudden,  and  to  th’  purpofe  with  you. 

Say  this  Armufia  then  were  taken  off,  N 

As  it  may  eafily  be  done, 

How  Hands  the  Woman?  Ruy.  She  is  mine  for  ever  j 
For  fhe  contemns  his  deed  and  him.  Pin.  Pox  on  him. 

Or  if  the  fingle  Pox  be  not  fufficient. 

The  Hogs,  the  Dogs,  the  Devils  Pox  poflefs  him: 

’Faith  this  Armufia  Humbles  me,  ’tis  a  brave  Fellow  5 
And  if  he  could  be  {pared,  Uncle  — — ~  Ruy.  I  muH  perifhj 

Had  he  fet  up  at  any  reft  but  this, 

Done  any  thing  but  what  concern’d  my  Credit, 

The  everlafting  lofing  of  my  worth - 

Pin.  I  underhand  you  now,  who  fet  you  on  too, 

I  had  a  reafonable  good  Opinion  of  the  Devil  / 

Till  this  hour  j  and  I  fee  he  is  a  Knave  indeed, 

An  arrant,  ftinking  Knave,  for  now  I  fmell  him} 

I’ll  fee  what  may  be  done  then,  you  fhall  know 
You  have  a  Kinfman,  but  no  Villain,  Uncle, 

N  or  no  Betrayer  of  fair  Fame,  I  fcorn  it} 

I  love  and  honour  Virtue }  I  muft  have 
Accefs  unto  the  Lady,  to  know  her  Mind  too, 

A  good  word  from  her  Mouth  you  know  may  Hir  mej 

A  Lady’s  look  at  fetting  on -  Ruy.  You  fay  well. 

Here  Coufin,  here’s  a  Letter  ready  for  you, 

And  you  fhall  fee  how  nobly  {he’ll  receive  you, 

And  with  what  dare  diredt.  Pin.  Farewel  then  Uncle, 

After  I  have  talk’d  with  her,  I  am  your  Servant, 

To  make  ye  honeft  if  I  can - elfe  hate  you. 

Pray  ye  no  more  Compliments,  my  Head  is  bufie,  Heav’n  blefs  me  } 
What  a  malicious  Soul  docs  this  Man  carry  j 
And  to  what  feurvy  things,  this  Love  converts  us? 

What  ftinking  things,  and  how  fweetly  they  become  us? 

Murthcr’s  a  moral  Virtue  with  thefe  Lovers, 

A  fpecial  piece  of  Divinity,  I  take  it: 

1  may  be  mad,  or  violently  drunk, 

Which  is  a  Whelp  of  that  litter  j  or  I  may  be  covetous, 

And  learn  to  murther  Men’s  Eftates,  that’s  bafe  tooj 
Or  proud,  but  that’s  a  Paradife  to  this  5 
Or  envious,  and  lit  eating  of  my  fclf 
At  others  Fortunes}  I  may  lie,  and  damnably, 

Beyond  the  Patience  of  an  honeft  hearer} 

Cozen  Cutpurfes,  fit  i’th’  Stocks  for  Apples. 

But  when  l  am  a  Lover,  Lord  have  mercy, 

Thefe  are  po->r  pelting  Sms,  or  rather  Plagues, 

Love  and  Ambition  draw  the  Devil’s  Coach. 
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Enter  Quifana,  and  Panura. 

How  now!  who  are  thefe?  Oh  my  great  Lady’s  followers, 

Her  Riddle-founders,  and  her  Fortune-tellers. 

Her  Readers  of  her  Love-le&ures,  her  Tnflatpers : 

Thefe  Doors  I  mull  pafs  through,  I  hope  they  are  wide. 

Good  Day  to  your  Beauties i  how  they  take  it  to  ’em?  * 

As  if  they  were  fair  indeed.  Quifan.  Good  morrow  to  you,  Sir. 

Pin.  That’s  the  old  Hen,  the  Brood -bird  5  how  fhe  bufles  ? 
How  like  an  Inventory  of  Lechery  fhe  looks? 

Many  a  good  piece  of  Iniquity 

Has  pafi  her  Hands,  I  warrant  her - 1  befeech  you, 

Is  the  fair  Princefs  ilirring  ?  Pan.  Yes,  marry  is  fhe,  Sir, 

But  fomewhat  private  j  you  have  a  Bufincfs  with  her? 

Pin.  Yes  forsooth  have  I,  and  a  ferious  Bufinefs. 

Pan.  May  not  we  know  ? 

Pin.  Yes,  when  you  can  keep  Counfcl. 

Pan.  How  prettily  he  looks?  he’s  a  Soldier  fure, 

His  rudcnels  fits  fo  handfomely  upon  him. 

Quifan.  A  good  blunt  Gentleman.  Pin.  Yes  marry  am  I: 

Yet  for  a  pufh  or  two  at  fharp,  and’t  plcafe  you - 

Pan.  My  honefi:  Friend,  you  know  not  who  you  fpeak  to: 

This  is  the  Princefs’s  Aunt.  Pm.  I  like  her  better, 

And  file  were  her  Mother  (Lady)  or  her  Grandmother, 

I  am  not  fo  bafiiful  but  I  can  Buckle  with  her.  (teens, 

Pan.  Of  what  fize  is  your  Bufinefs  ?  Pin.  Of  the  long  Six- 

And  will  make  way  I  warrant  ye.  Pan.  How  fine  he  talks? 

Pin.  Nay  in  troth  I  talk  but  courfely,  Lady, 

But  I  hold  it  comfortable  for  the  Underftanding : 

How  fain  they  wou’d  draw  me  into  Ribaldry? 

Thefe  Wenches  that  live  eafily,  live  high, 

Love  thefe  broad  Difcourfcs,  as  they  love  Poficts> 

Thefe  dry  Delights  ferve  for  Preparatives. 

Pan.  Why  do  you  look  fo  on  me?  Pin.  I  am  guefiing 
By  the  cafi:  of  your  Face,  what  the  Property  of  your  Place  fhould 
For  I  prefume  you  turn  a  Key,  fweet  Beauty,  (be. 

And  you  another,  Gravity,  under  the  Princefs, 

And  by  my— I  warrant  ye  good  Places, 

Comely  commodious  Seats.  ghiifan.  Prithee  let  him  talk  ftill, 
For  methinks  he  talks  handfomely.  Pin.  And  truly, 

As  near  as  my  Underftanding  fhall  enable  me, 

You  look  as  if  you  kept  my  Lady’s  Secrets  j 
Nay,  do  not  laugh,  for  I  mean  honeftly. 

How  thefe  young  things  tattle,  when  they  get  a  toy  by  th’  end? 
And  how  their  Hearts  go  Pit-a-pat,  and  look  for  it  ? 

Wou’d  it  not  dance  too,  if  it  had  a  Fiddle? 

Y our  Gravity  I  guefs,  to  take  the  Petitions, 
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And  hear  the  lingring  fuits  in  Love  difpos’d, 

Their  Sighs  and  Sorrows  in  their  proper  Place, 

You  keep  the  Ay-me  Office.  Quifan.  Prethee  fuffer  him, 
For  as  I  live  he’s  a  pretty  Fellow  5 
I  love  to  hear  fometimes  what  Men  think  of  U6> 

And  thus  deliver’d  freely,  ’tis  no  Malice  .* 

Proceed,  good  honeft  Man.  Pin.  I  will,  good  Madam. 
According  to  Mens  States  and  Dignities, 

Monies  and  Moveables,  you  rate  their  Dreams, 

And  call  the  Nativity  of  their  Defires, 

If  he  reward  well,  all  he  thinks  is  prosperous : 

And  if  he  promife  Place,  his  Dreams  are  Oracles  j 
Your  antient  practique  Art  too  in  thefe  Difcoveries, 

Who  loves  at  fuch  a  length,  who  a  fpan  farther, 

And  who  draws  home,  yield  you  no  little  Profit, 

For  thefe  ye  milk  by  Circumflance.  Quifan.  Ye  arc  cunning; 

Pin  And  as  they  Oil  ye  and  advance  your  Spindle, 

So  you  draw  ©ut  the  Lines  of  Love*  your  Doors  too, 

The  Doors  of  deftiny,  that  Men  mull  pafs  through  ; 

Thefe  are  fair  Places.  Pan.  He  knows  all. 

Pin.  Your  Trap-Doors, 

To  pop  Fools  in  it,  that  have  no  Providence  > 

Your  little  Wickets  to  workWife-men,  like  Wiers,  thro  ’  at, 
And  draw  their  States  and  Bodies  into  Cobwebs  j 
Your  Poftern  Doors,  to  catch  thofe  that  are  cautelous, 

And  would  not  have  the  World’s  Eye  find  their  Knaveries: 
Your  Doors  of  Danger,  fome  Men  hate  a  Pleafure, 

Unlefs  that  may  be  full  of  Fears  >  your  hope  Doors, 

And  thofe  are  fine  Commodities,. where  Fools  pay 
For  every  new  Encouragement,  a  new  Cuftom  * 

You  have  your  Doors  of  Honour,  and  of  Pleafure  j 
But  thofe  are  for  great  Princes,  glorious  Vanities, 

That  travel!  to  be  famous  through  Difeafes* 

There  be  the  Doors  of  Poverty  and  Death  too : 

But  thefe  you  do  the  befi:  you  can  to  damn  up. 

For  then  your  Gain  goes  out. 

Quifan.  This  is  a  rare  Le&ure. 

Pin.  Read  to  them  that  underftand.  Pan.  Bcfhrew  me, 

I  dare  not  venture  on  ye,  ye  cut  too  keen,  Sir. 

Enter  Quifara 

Quifan.  We  thank  you,  Sir,  for  your  good  Mirth, 

You  are  a  good  Companion. 

Here  comes  the  Princefs  now,  attend  your  Bufinefs. 

Quifar.  Is  there  no  Remedy,  no  hopes  can  help  me? 

No  Wit  to  fet  me  free?  Who’s  there  ho? 

§uifan.  Troubled?  Her  looks  are  almoft  Wild: 
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What  ails  the  Princefs?  I  know  nothing  flic  wants. 

Qtiifar.  Who’s  that  there  with  you? 

Oh  Signior  Pinhro  ?  You  are  moft  welcome  : 

How  does  your  noble  Unkle?  Pin.  Sad  as  -you  are,  Madam  : 

But  he  commends  his  Service,  and  this  Letter. 

Quifar.  Go  off,  attend  within - -Fair  Sir,  I  thank  yc, 

Pray  be  no  Stranger,  for  indeed  you  are  welcome  * 

For  your  own  Virtues  welcome.  Quifan.  We  are  miftakeir, 

This  is  fome  brave  Fellow  fure. 

Pan.  I’m  fure  he’s  a  bold  Fellow: 

But  if  (he  hold  him  fo,  we  mull  believe  it.  [Exit* 

§uifar.  Do  you  know  of  this,  fair  Sir? 

Pin.  1  guefs  it,  Madam, 

And  whither  it  intends :  I  had  not  brought  it  elfe. 

Quifar.  It  is  a  Bufincfs  of  no  common  reckoning. 

Pin.  The  handfomer  foriiim  that  goes  about  it* 

Slight  Actions  are  rewarded  with  flight  Thanks: 

Give  me  a  Matter  of  feme  weight  to  wade  in. 

Quifar.  And  can  you  love  your  Unkle  fo  dirc&Iy, 

So  ferioufly,  and  fo  full,  to  undertake  t^is? 

Can  there  be  fuch  a  Faith?  Pin.  Dare  you  fay  Ay  to  it, 

And  fet  me  on?  ’Tis  no  matter  for  my  Unkle, 

Or  what  I  owe  to  him,  dare  you  but  wifli  it  ? 

Quifar.  I  wou’d  fain— 

Pin.  Have  it  done,  fay  but  fo,  Lady. 

§uifar.  Conceive  it  fo. 

Pin.  I  will,  ’tis  that  I  am  bound  to : 

Your  Will  that  mull  command  me,  and  your  Pleafure, 

The  fair  afpe&sof  thole  Eyes  that  muftdire£t  me: 

I  am  no  Unkle’s  Agent,  I  am  mine  own,  Lady* 

1  fcorn  my  able  Youth  fliould  plough  for  others. 

Or  my  Ambition  ferve  for  Pay  j  I  aim. 

Although  I  never  hit,  as  high  as  any  Man, 

And  the  Reward  I  reach  at,  fliall  be  equal. 

And  what  Love  fpurs  me  on  to,  this  deflrc,  "• 

Makes  me  forget  an  honeft  Man,  a  brave  Man, 

A  valiant,  and  a  virtuous  Man,  my  Country-man,  ArmuJiSy 

The  delight  cf  all  the  Minionsy 

This  Love  of  you,  doting  upon  your  Beauty, 

The  Admiration  of  your  Excellence, 

Make  me  but  Servant  to  the  pooreft  fmile. 

Or  the  leafl  Grace  you  have  bellow’d  on  others. 

And  fee  how  fuddenly  I’ll  work  your  fafety. 

And  fet  your  Thoughts  at  Peace  *  I  am  no  Flatterer, 

To  promife  infinitely,  and  out*dream  dangers* 

To  lie  a-bed,  and  fwear  Men  into  Feavers, 

Like  ' 
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Like  Tome  of  your  trim  Suiters  ;  when  I  promife. 

The  Light  is  not  more  conftant  to  the  World,  / 

Than  I  am  to  my  Word - She  turns  for  Millions. 

§uifar.  I  have  not  feen  a  braver  confirm’d  Courage. 

Pin.  For  a  Tun  of  Crowns  (he  turns;  (he  is  a  Woman, 

And  much  I  fear,  a  worfe  than  I  expe&ed. 

You  are  the  Object,  Lady,  you  are  the  Eye 
In  which  all  Excellence  appears,  all  wander, 

From  which  all  Hearts  take  Fire,  all  Hands  their  Valour; 

And  when  he  Hands  difputing,  when  you  bid  him. 

Or  but  thinks  of  his  Eftate,  Father,  Mother, 

Friend,  Wife,  and  Children, 

He’s  a  Fool,  and  I  fcorn  him, 

And’t  be  but  to  make  clear  his  Swoid,  a  Coward; 

Men  have  forgot  their  Fealty  to  Beauty. 

Had  I  the  place  in  your  Afte&ions, 

My  moft  unworthy  Unkle  is  fit  to  fall  from, 

Liv’d  in  thofe  bleffrd  Eyes,  and  read  the  Stories 
Of  evcrlafting  Pleafures  figur’d  there, 

I  wou’d  find  out  your  Commands  before  you  thought  ’em. 

And  bring  ’em  to  you  done,  e’er  you  dream’t  of ’em. 

Quifa*.  I  admire  his  Boldnefs,  ”, 

Pin.  This,  dr  any  thing.; 

Your  Brother’s  Death,  mine  Unklc’s,  any  Man’s, 

No  ftate  that  ftands  fecure,  if  you  frown  on-it. 

Look  on  my  Youth,  I  bring  no  bladings  to  you, 

The  firft  flower  of  my  Strength,  my  Faith. 

Qtiifar.  No  more,  Sir; 

I  am  too  willing  to  believe,  reft  fatisfied ; 

If  ywu  dare  do  for  me,  I  fhall  be  thankful ; 

You  arc  a  handfome  Gentleman,  a  fair  one,  >  "  ^ 

My  Servant  if  you  pleafe ;  I  feal  it  thus,  Sir. 

No  more,  till  you  deferve  more.  [Exit. 

Pin.  I  am  rewarded : 

Th  is  Woman’s  cunning,  but  fhe’s  bloody  too; 

Although  fhe  pulls  her  Tallons  in,  fhe’s  mifehievous; 

Form’d  like  the  Face  of  Heav’n,  clear  and  tranfparent; 

I  muft  pretend  ftill,  bear  ’em  both  in  hopes, 

For  fear  fome  bloody  Slave  thruft  in  indeed, 

Fafhion’d  and  flefh’d,  to  what  they  wifh ;  well  Unkle, 

What  will  become  of  this,  and  what  Difhonour 
Follow  this  fatal  fhaft,  if  lhot,  let  Time  tell; 

I  can  but  only  fear,  and  ftrive  to  crofs  it.  [E.v/7. 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel,  and  Soza. 

Ema.  Why  are  you  thus  fad?  What  can  grieve  or  vex  you, 

That  have  the  Pleafures  of  the  World,  the  Profits, 
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The  Honour,  and  the  Loves  at  your  difpofes  ? 

Why  fhould  a  Man  that  wants  nothing,  want  his  Quiet? 

Arm.  I  want  what  Beggars  are  above  me  in,  Content  ; 

I  want  the  Grace  I  have  merited, 

The  Favour,  the  due  Refpeft. 

Soza.  Docs  not  the  King  allow  it  ? 

Arm.  Yes,  and  all  Honours  elfc,  all  I  can  ask, 

That  he  has  Power  to  give  ;  but  from  his  Sifter, 

The  fcornful  Cruelty,  forgive  me  Beauty, 

That  I  tranfgrefs  from  her  that  fhould  look  on  me, 

That  fhould  a  little  fmile  upon  my  Service, 

And  fofter  my  Deferts  for  her  own  Faith’s  fake; 

That  fhould  at  leafl  acknowledge  me,  fpeak  to  me. 

Soza.  And  you  go  whining  up  and  down  for  this,  Sir? 
Lamenting  and  difputing  of  your  Grievances? 

Sighing  and  fobbing  like  a  fullen  School-boy, 

And  curfing  good-wife  Fortune  for  this  Favour? 

Arm.  What  would  you  have  me  do?  - 
Soza.  Do  what  you  fhould  do, 

What  a  Man  would  do  in  this  cafe,  a  wife  Man, 

An  under  {handing  Man  that  knows  a  Woman; 

Knows  her  and  all  her  tricks,  her  fcorns,  and  all  her  trifles 
Go  to  her,  and  take  her  in  your  Arms,  and  fhake  her, 

Take  her  and  tofs  her  like  a  Bar. 

Ema.  But  be  fure  you  pitch  her  upon  a  feather-bed, 
Shake  her  between  a  pair  of  Sheets,  Sir. 

There  fhake  thefe  fullen  fits  out  of  her,  fpare  her  not  there  5 
There  you  may  break  her  Will,  and  bruife  no  Bone,  Sir. 
Soza.  Go  to  her.  Ema.  That’s  the  way. 

Soza.  And  tell  her,  and  boldly-. 

And  do  not  mince  the  matter,  nor  mock  your  fclf, 

With  being  too  indulgent  to  her  Pride: 

Let  her  hear  roundly  from  ye,  what  ye  are,  • 

And  what  ye  have  deferved,  and  what  fhe  mud  be. 

Ema.  And  be  not  put  off  like  a  common  Fellow,, 

With  The  Princefs  would  be  private, 

Or  that  fhe  has  taken  Phyfick,  and  admits  none; 

I  would  talk  -to  her  any  where.  „ 

Arm.  It  makes  me  fmile. 

Ema.  Now  you  look  hnndfomely: 

Had  I  a  Wench  to  win,  I  would  fo  flutter  her: 

They  love  a  Man  that  crufhes  ’em  to  Verjuice; 

A  Woman  held  at  hard  Meat,  is  your  Spaniel. 

Soza.  Pray  take  our  Council,  Sir. 

Arm.  I  fhall  do  fomething, 

But  not  your  way,  it  fhews  too  boiflerous. 
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Soza.  The  King.  **r  *** 

wfc  Why  h,ow  now’  Friend? 

■  irxvfsK  ftras* 

Wtyfid?  ThmKuJ  JS,"J  5«r -•  . 

^  Aall  be  none  to  croft  youT^  Zl  ’ havener  y0Ur  Reafon’ 
And  ever yZ?ooresSea  *£““&  1  ^  *  Sir, 

tZ^TpI  fe,f-  find  'tinrcTndfndd^f’  Sir’ 

An  A*  y°U!' Loves  t00’  Gentlemen,  ^ 

And  make  yon  know  how  much  I  dand  bound  to  vou  • 
iNay>  us  not  worth  vou**  rlnnVc  r„  .t  TT  toyou- 

-  Will  you  go  with  me,  Friend?  ’  fCo,?Plemen^ 

Spare  me  an  hour  or  two,  (  ftkll  wait tn  you  ^  °‘aCC’  ' 

ome  little  private  Bufinefs  with  my  Pelf  Sir’ 

Fo?  IlLl  “me'  •  Kin&\  111  hil,dcF  no  Devotion 

,,/f J  dare  not  faiI>  Sir - 

at  /hall  I  do  to  make  her  know  my  Miferv 

l  Ce  aTov  *nfiUe?  Th*  Is  h“ 
i  nave  a  Toy  come  to  me  fuddenlv, 

/t  may  work  for  the  b eft,  /he  can  but  fcorn  me 

A  d  lower  than  I  am  I  cannot  tumble, 

II  tjy,  what  c  er  my  Fate  be - Good  Even,  fair  one 

Now  by  my  Lady£ Hand/^go^diyGemfenwn^^111  ‘°  y°U’  S,r’ 

I  want  kCefS  y°U  fo°‘an  hlToftwo  P*“y  °W’ 

I  am  an  honed  Man.  i>«*.  I  dare  believe  ye  •  - 

We  tike  Menfp  ’  ^  th[>^  no  great  matted 
We  take  Mem  Promtfes;  wou’d  ye  day  with  me,  Sir? 

•  'jfm, 
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1  know  you  avc  the  l  nnocis  ^  ylkc  1  do  fo. 

j~  r>“ 1  °“““ 

And  J  may  blXhe’hcmr  JJ^did 

Sweet  handfomc  Faces  ih.  bufinefs, 

And  ready  Faculties.  PM-  1  eu  l- 

Yet  if  1  think  it  to  be  her, J^U,fhat\ve  hold  ye. 

For  1  know  what  you»re>  a  a  fecond,  • 

And  in  what  grace  ye  Hand,  w  ^  bctter. 

For  that  but  darkens,  you  ^  y0Ur  Accedes; 

The  Princcfs  muft  bc  P]  .  wantya  Courtier’s  boldnefs, 

I’mfure  I  fhould.  4 r  •  wou\d  fain  fpeak  with her. 

And  am  yet  but  a  Stranger,  bour  Qf  deep.  Sir. 

Pm.  ’Tis  very  la«’ *"f,Up°nd  believe  my  Meaning  civil, 

My^bufine^of  that  fair  Refpea  and  Can  iage ,  h(f  a  y^j 

This  for  our  more  Acquaintance. 

Pan.  How  clofc  he  kiffcs.  ^ 

And  how  fenfible  the  f>a ^LWdow,  and  I  will  do  it  : 

,  mud  do  it,' and  1  were  to  be  hang^  ^  ^  * . 

He  may  do  as  much  for  m^  th  t  j(h  I'll  do  it, 

Htrsfyouihall, 

jrm.  Suddenly.  Chamber,  Sirs 

Pan.  And  I  mud  leave  you  y  fce  you; 

Where  you  muft  lock  your  felf th.  n0  *e>  < 

•Tis  clofc  to  hers,  you  cannot  mils  tn  * 

When  foe  comes  down  to Bed.  ^  thank  yCj  Lady. 

'  iZ  T hanlTrne'foit "thus .  -*«•  ^  .*»  th“ -  [a**. 

“?n!rS2r'  **• 

Let  me  fit  by  ye,  an  Infttument. 

Something  that  ye  fancy,  or  take  my 

Sail  far-  No,  no  1  thank  y  >  Age,  Aunt, 

I  dull  deep  without  theft ,  \^’°cMtZt  ye. 

To  make  ye  wait  thus,  pray  let  me  entrea  y 
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To  morrow  I’ll  fee  ye,  I  know  you’re  fleepy 
And  Reft  will  be  a  welcome  Gueft;  you  lhall  not 
Indeed  you  fhall  not  ftayj  oh  here’s  my  Woman. 

£»/<?rPanura 

Good  Night,  good  Night,  and  good  reft  Aunt  attend  you. 

guifan.  Sleep  dwell  upon  your  Eyes,  and  fair  Dreams  court  ye. 
guifar.  Come,  where  have  you  been,  Wench?  Make  me  unready, 
I  flept  but  ill  laft  Night.  Pan.  You’ll  fleep  the  better 
I  hope  to  night,  Madam.  guifar.  A  little  Reft  contents  me  j 
Thou  loveft  thy  Bed,  Panura.  Pan.  1  am  not  in  Love,  Lady, 
Nor  fcldom  dream  of  Devils,  I  fleep  foundly.  (well, 

guifar.  I’ll  i wear  thou  doft,  thy  Husband  wou’d  not  take  it  fo 
If  thou  wert  married,  Wench.  Pan.  .Let  him  take,  Madam, 
The  way  to  waken  me,  I  am  no  Dormoufe, 

Husbands  have  larum  Bells,  if  they  but  ring  once. 

guifar.  Thou  art  a  merry  Wench  Pan.  1  fhall  live  the  longer. 
guifar.  Prithee  fetch  my  Book.  Pan.  I  am  glad  of  that. 
guifar.  I’ll  read  a  while  before  I  fleep.'  Pan.  I  will  Madam. 
guifar.  And  if  Ruy  Dias  meet  you,  and  be  importunate,  * 

He  may  come  in.  Pan.  I  have  a  better  fare  for  you, 

Now  leaft  in  fight  play  I.  [Exit. 

Enter  Armufia,  locks  the  Door, 
guifar.  Why  fhould  I  love  him'? 

Why  fhould  I  doat  upon  a  Man  deferves  not. 

Nor  has  no  Will  to  work  it?  Who’s  there,  Wench? 

What  are  you?  Or  whence  come  you?  Arm.  Ye  may  know  me, 
I  bring  not  fuch  amazement,  noble  Lady. 

guifar.  Who  let  you  in?  Arm.  My  reftlcfs  Love  thatferresye, 
guifar.  This  is  an  Impudence  I  have  not  heard  of, 

A  Rudenefs  that  becomes  a  Thief  or  Ruffian ; 

Nor  fhall  my  Brother’s  Love  protcCfc  this  Boldnels, 

You  build  fo  ftrongly  on ;  my  Rooms  are  Sanctuaries* 

And  with  that  Reverence,  they  that  feek  my  Favours, 

And  humble  Fears,  fhall  render  their  Approaches. 

Arm.  Mine  are  no  lefs.  guifar.  I  am  Miftrcfs  of  my  felf,  Sir, 
And  will  be  fo,  I  will  not  be  thus  vifited : 

Thcfe  Fears  and  Dangers  thru  ft  into  my  Privacy. 

Stand  further  off,  PH  cry  out  elfc.  Arm.  Oh  dear  Lady! 

guifar.  I  fee  Difhonour  in  your  Eyes.  Arm.  There  is  nsne.* 

By  all  that  Beauty  they  are  innocent  i 

Pray  ye  tremble  not,  you  have  no  caufe.  guifar.  I’ll  die  firft  % 
Before  you  have  your  Will,  be  torn  in  pieces  > 

The  little  Strength  I  have  left  me  to  relift  you, 

The  Gods  will  give  me  more,  before  I  am  forc’d 

To  that  I  hate,  or  fuffer- - -  Arm.  You  wrong  my  Duty. 

guifar .  So  bafe  a  Violation  of  my  Liberty  ? 
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I  know  you  are  bent  unnobly  }  I’ll;  take  to  me 
The  Spirit  of  a  Man,  borrow  his  boldnefs, 

And  force  my  Woman’s  Fears  into  a  Madnefs, 

And  e’er  you  arrive  at  what  you  aim  at— — — 

At  m.  Lady, 

If  there  be  in  you  any  Woman  s  Pity, 

And  if  your  Fears  have  not  proclaim’d  me  monftrous, 

Look  on  me  and  believe  mej  is  this  Violence? 

Is  it  to  fall  thus  proftrate  to  your  Beauty 
A  Ruffian’s  boldnefs?  Is  Humility  a  Rudenefs? 

The  Griefs  and  Sorrows  that  grow  here,  an  Impudence  ? 

Thefe  forcings,  and  thefc  Fears  I  bring  along  with  me* 

Thefe  impudent  Abules  offer’d  ye  } 

And  thus  high  has  your  Brother’s  Favour  blown  mej 
Alas  dear  Lady  of  my  Life,  I  came  not 
With  any  purpofe  rough  or  defperate, 

With  any  Thought  that  was  not  fmooth  and  gentle, 

As  your  fair  Hand,  with  any  doubt  or  danger 
Far  be  it  from  my  Heart  to  fright  your  Quiet  } 

A  heavy  curfe  light  on’t,  when  I  intend  it. 

£>uifar.  Now  I  dare  hear  you.  Arm.  If  I  had  been  mifehievous, 
As  then  I  mufl  be  mad ;  or  were  a  Monlter, 

If  any  fuch  ba'e  Thought  had  harbour’d  here, 

Or  Violence  that  became  not  Man, 

You  have  a  Thoufand  Bulwarks  to  allure  you, 

The  holy  Powers  bear  Shields  to  defend  Chaftityj 
Your  Honour,  and  your  Virtues  are  fuch  Armours} 

Your  clear  Thoughts  fuch  Defences}  if  you  mifdoubt  ftill, 

And  yet  retain  a  fear  I  am  not  honeft, 

Come  with  impure  Thoughts  to  this  Place} 

Take  this,  and  (heath  it  here}  be  your  own  Safety} 

Be  wile,  and  rid  your  fears,  and  let  me  perifh} 

How  willing  (hall  I  fleep  to  fatisfie  you. 

Quifar.  No,  I  believe  now,  you  (peak  worthily » 

What  came  you  then  for? 

Arm.  To  complain  me,  Beauty, 

But  modeftl/.  Quifar.  Of  what? 

Arm.  Of  your  fierce  Cruelty, 

For  though  i  die,  I  will  not  blame  the  Doer} 

Humbly  to  tell  your  Grace,  ye  had  forgot  me} 

A  little  to  have  touch’d  at,  not  accufed, 

For  that  I  dare  not  do,  your  Scorns}  pray  Pardon  me. 

And  be  not  angry  that  I  ufe  the  Liberty 
To  urge  that  word}  a  little  to  have  fhew’d  you 
What  I  have  been,  and  what  done  to  cleferve  ye. 

If  any  thing  that  Love  commands  may  reach  ye* 

To 
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To  have  remembred  ye,  but  I.  am  unworthy, 

And  to  that  mifery  falls  all  my  Fortunes, 

To  have  told  ye,  and  by  my  Life  ye  may  believe  me, 

That  I  am  honeft,  ahd  will  only  marry 
You,  or  your  Memory;  pray  be  not  angry. 

§uifar.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  and  let  me  tell  you  ferioufly 
Ye  have  taken  now  the  right  way  to  befriend  ye, 

And  to  beget  a  fair  and  clear  Opinion. 

Yet  to  try  your  Obedience — Arm.  I  ftand  ready,  Lady, 

^Without  prefuming  to  ask  any  thing. 

§uifar.  Or  at  this  time  to  hope  for  further  Favour; 

Or  to  remember  Services  or  Smiles ; 

Dangers  you  have  pad:  through,  and  rewards  due  to ’em  ; 

Loves  or  defpairs,  but  leaving  all  to  me 
Quit  this  Plac<?  prefently.  ;-'r  Arm.  1  (hall  obey  ye. 

Etiter  Ruy  Dias. 

Ruy.  Ha?  Arm.  Who’s  this?  ’What  art  thou? ; 

Ruy.  A -Gentleman. 

Arm.  Thou  art  no  more,  I’m  fure:  Oh  ’tis  Ruy  Dias ; 

How  high  he  looks  and  harfh?  Ruy.  Is  there  not  Door  enough, 

You  take  fuch  Elbow  room?  Ann.  If  1  take  it,  I’ll  carry  it. 

Ruy.  Does  this  become  you,  Princefs? 

Arm.  The  Captain’s  jealous, 

Jealous  of  that  he  never  durft  deferve  yet;  * 

Go  freely,  go,  I’ll  give  thee  leave.  Ruy.  Yourc leave,  S  ir 
Arm.r  Yes,  my  leave,  Sir;  I’ll  not  be  troubled  neither, 

Norftiall  my  Heart  akc,  or  my  Head  be  jealous, 

Noftrange  fufpicious  Thoughts  reign  in  my  Memory; 

Go  on,  and  do  thy  worft,  I’ll  fmile  at  thee; 

I  kifs  your  fair  Hand  firft,  then  farewell  Captain.  [Exit. 

Quifar.  What  a  pure  Soul  inherits  here?  what  Innocence? 

Sure  l  was  blind  when  I  firft  lov’d  this  Fellow, 

And  long  to  live  in  that  Fog  ftill;  how  he  blufters ! 

Ruy.  Am  I  your  Property  ?  or  thofe  your  Flatteries, 

The  Banquets  that  ye  bid  me  to,  the  truft 
I  build  my  goodly  hopes  on?  §uifar.  Be  more  temperate 
Ruy.  Are  thefe  the  (hews  of  your  refpett  and  favour? 

What  did  he  here,  what  Language  had  he  with  ye? 

Did  ye  invite?  could  ye  ftay  no  longer  ? 

Is  hefo  gracious  in  your  Eye?  Quifar.  You  are  too  forward. 

Ruy.  Why  at  thefe  private  hours?  ^uifar.  You  are  too  faucy. 

Too  impudent  to  task  me  with  thofe  Errors.  ‘ 

Do  ye  know  what  I  am,  Sir,  and  my  Prerogative? 

Though  you  be  a  thing  I  have  call’d  by  th*  Name  of  Friend, 

I  never  taught  you  to  difpofe  my  Liberty ; 

How  durft  you  touch  mine  Honour?  blot  my  Meanings? 

Ju  tiU-  I  ■'  F 

■  '  El?  .  ^  1 


•4U.S 


jft  "  'ihe  tjlana  Princefs. 

And  r>ame  an  A&ion,  and  of  mine,  but  Noble  ?,r.  i:„  .  .... 

Thou  poor  unworthy  thing,  how  have  I  grac’d  thee  . 

How  have  I  nourifht  thee  and  raifed  thee-hwrly?  ,;r,rr  f’ 

Are  thefe  the  Gratitudes  you  bring,  Ruy.,Diju?  :i  ,;r  " 

The  Thanks?  the  Services?  I  am  fairly  paid  $ 

V/as’t  not  enough  I  faw  thou  wert  a  Coward,. 

And  fhadowed  thee?  no  noble  Sparkle  in  thee?  . 

Daily  provok’d  thee,  and  fill  found  thee  Coward  ? 

Rais’d  noble  Caufes  for  thee,  Strangers  farted  at* 

Yet  fill,  fill,  fill  a  Coward,  ever  Coward  $  > 

And  with  thofc  Taints,  dof  thou  upbraid  my  Virtues? 

Ruy.  I  was  to  blarney  Lady.  \ 

ghtifar.  So  blindly  bold  to  touch  at  my  Behaviour  ? 

Durf  thou  but  look  amifs  at  my  Allowance? 

If  thou  hadf  been  a  brave  Fellow,  thou  hadf  had  fome  Licetlce, 

Some  Liberty  I  might  have  then  allowed  thee 

For  thy  good  Face,  fome  fcope  to  have  argued  with  mej 

But  being  nothing  but  a  found,  a  fliape. 

The  meer  fign  of  a  Soldier - of  a  Lover,  J(  :  .....  .  v?  • 

The  drags  and  draffy  part,  Difgrace  and  Jealoufe, 

2  fcorn  thee,  and  contemn  thee.  Ruy.  Dearef  Lady, 

If  I  have  been  too  free -  ghtifar .  Thou  haf  been  too  foolilh, 

And  go  on  fill,  I’ll  f udy  to  forget  thee, 

I  would  I  could,  and  yet  I  pity  thee.  [Exit. 

Ruy.  I  am  not  worth  it,  if  I  were,  that’s Mife-ry, 

The  next  Door  is  but  Death,  I  muf  aim  at  it.  [Exit. 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  King  and  Govbrnpr  like  a  Mo'or-Priejl. 

King.  CO  far  and  truly  you  have  difeovered  to  me 

*3  The  former  Currents  of  my  Life  and  Fortune, 

That  I  am  bound  to  acknowledge  ye  mof  holy,. 

And  certainly  to  credit  your  Predi&ions,  .  - 

Of  what  are  yet  to  come.  Gov.  I  am  no  Lier, 

’Tis  f  range  I  fhould,  and  live  fo  near  a  Neighbour  j 

But  ihcfe  are  not  my  Ends.  King.  Pray  ye  ft  good  Father, 

Certain  a  reverend  Man,  and  mof  religious. 

•  Gov.  Ay,  that  Belief’s  well  now,  and  let  me  work;. then,' 

I’ll  make  ye  curfe  Religion  e'tr  1  leave  ye. 

I  have  liv’d  a  long  time,  Son,  a  mew’d  up  Man*  c  >  ;.  .  T 

Sequefer’d  by  the  fpeciai  Hand  of  Heav’n  -  ; ,  .  r  l 

From  the  World’s  Vanities,  bid  Fatewsl /to /Follies^  rub  '  ?  • 
And  fhook  Hands  with  all  heats'  of  Youth  and  Pleafures* 
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As  in  a  Dream  thefc  twenty  Years  Lhave  (lumjber’d, 

Many  a  cold  Moon  have  I.,  it)  Meditation 
And  fearching  out  tlie-bidden;  Wills  6f  Heav’n, 

Lain  fluking  under, 5  nufoy  Sun 

Has  fear’d  my  Body,  and  bqil’td  ;jp  my  Blood, 

Feebl’d  my  Knees,  andlmipt  a  Meagcrnpfs 
Upon  my  figure,  all  to  find  pi#  Knowledge, 

Which  1  have  now  attain’d  tq,  Xh?uhs  tp  Heay’n, 

All  for  my  Country’s  good  too anf.m^ny-a  Viil on, 

Many  a  myftick  Vifion  have,  I  feen,:  Son, 

And  many  a  fight  from  Heav’n  which  has  been  terrible, 

Wherein  the  Goods  and  Evils  of  thefe  Blands  ' 

Were  lively  fhadowed;  many  p  charge  l  h.aye  Jiad  tpo. 

Still  as  the  time  .grew  ripe  tp  reyeal  thele, 

To  travel  and  difcav.er,  now  l  am  come,  Sir, . 

The  hour  is  now  appointed, 

My  Tongue  is  touch’d,  and  now  I  {peg£. 

King.  Do  Holy  Man,  Til;!)  ear  ye. 

Gov.  Beware  thefe  P,or.tuga[sr  I  lay  beware  ’em, 

Thefe  fmooth-fac’d  Strangers,  have  an  Eye  upon  ’em, 

The  caufe  is  now  the  Gods,  hear,  and  believe  King. 

King,  I  do  hear*  but  before  I  give  rafh  Credit, 

Or  hang  too  light  on  belief,  which  is  a  Sin,  Father; 

Know  I  have  found ’em  gentle,  fajjtbfu],  valiant, 

And  am  in  my  particular  bound  ;to  ’em, 

I  mean  to  fome  for  my  mod  ftrange  Deliverance. 

Gov.  O  Son,  the  future  ai/nf  of  Men,  obfejve  me, 

Above  their  prefent  Actions,  aqd  their  Glory, 

Are  to  be  look’d  at;  the  Stars  fhew.  m^ny  turnings. 

If  you  could  fee,  mark  but  with  my  Eyes,  Pupil; 

Thefe  Men  came  hither,  a$  my  VifiQn  jells  me. 

Poor,  weather-beaten,  almoft  loft,  ftarv’d,  feebled, 

Their  Veflels  like  themfelves,  m6ft  miferable; 

Made  a  long  Suit  for  Traffique,  and  for  Comfort, 

To  vent  their  Childrens  Toys,  cure  their  Difeafes: 

They  had  their  fute,  they  landed,  and  to  th’  rate 
Grew  rich  and  powerful,  fuckt  the  fat  and  freedom 
Of  this  mod  blefled  Ifle,  taught  her  to  tremble, 

Witnefs  the  Caftle  here,  the  Citadel, 

They  have  clapt  upon  the  Neck  of  your  Tidorey 

This  happy  Town,  till  that  file  knew  thefe  Strangers,  (ther. 

To  check  her  when  (he’s  jolly.  King.  They  have  fo  indeed,  Fa- 

Gov.  Take  heed,  take  heed,  I  find  your  fair  delivery, 

Though  you  be  pleas’d  to  glorifie  that  Fortune,  \ 

And  think  thefe  Strangers  Gods,  take  heed  I  lay, 

I  find  it  but  a  handfome  Preparation, 

F  2  A 
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A  fair-fac’d  Prologue  to  a  further  Mifchief;  !•  '  •  >  • 

Mark  but  the  end,  good  King,  the  pin  he  lhoots  at  '  ; 

That  was  the  Man  deliver’d  ye*,  the  Mirror,  u  A .  \ 

Your  Sifter  is  his  due;  what’s  fhe,  your  Heir,  Sir?  '  ,!  r  ' 
And  what’s  he  a-kin  then  to  the  Kingdom  ? 

But  Heirs  are  not  ambitious }  who  then  fuffcrs? 

What  reverence  fhall  the  Gods  have?  and  what  Juftice 
The  mifcrable  People?  what  fhall  they  do  ?  ’  .  !  :  '  , 

King.  He  points  at  Trtith  dire&Iy.  Gov.  Think  of  thefe,  Son.; 
The  Perfon,  nor  the  manner  I  mifiike  not 
Of  your  Preferver,  nor  the  whole  Man  together, 

Were  he  but  feafon’d  in  the  Faith  we  are,' 

In  our  Devotions  lcarn’d.  King.  You  fay  right,  Father. 

Gov.  To  change  our  Worfhips  now,  and  otir  Religion? 

To  be  Traitor  to  our  God?  King.  You  have  well  advifed  me. 
And  I  will  ferioufly  confider,  Father; 

In  the  mean  time  you  ftiall  have*  fair  accefs  * 

Unto  my  Sifter,  advife  her  to  your  purpofe, 

And  let  me  ftill  know  how  the  Gods  determine.  „  ,r 

Gov.  I  will:  But  my  main  end  is  to  advife  rui  ... 

The  Deftru&ion  of  you  all,  a  general  Ruin,  •  ■  :• 

And  when  I  am  reveng’d,  let  the  Gods  whittle...  \JZxfunt. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias  and  Piniero. 

Ruy.  Indeed,  lam  right  glad  ye  were  not  greedy,  .  .  ; 

And  fudden  in  performing  what  I  will’d  you,  .  q 

Upon  the  Perfon  o i  Armuftii  A  '  '  - 

I  was  afraid,  for  I  well  knew  your  Valour, 

And  Love  to  me.  Pin.  ’Tvvas  not  a  fair  thing,  Unkle, 

It  fhew’d  not  handfome,  carried  no  Man  in  it. 

Ruy.  I  muft  confefs  ’twas  ill,  andT  abhor  it; 

Only  this  Good  has  iifen  from  this  Evil;  .  ' 

I  have  tried  your  Honefty,  and  find  it  Proof, 

A  Conftancy  that  will  not  be  corrupted, 

And  I  much  honour  it.  Pin.  This  Bell  founds  better.  of  1.. 

Ruy.  My  Anger  now,  and  that  Dilgrace  I  have  fufter’d,  •/ 

Shall  be  more  manly  vented,  and  wip’d  oftl 

And  my  fick  Honour  cur’d  the  right  and  ftraight  way; 

My  Sword’s  in  my  Hand  now  Nephew,  my  caufe  upon  it*. 

And  Man  to  Man,  one  Valour  to  another, 

My  hope  to  his.  Pin.  Why,  this  is  like  Ruy.  Dias ; 

This  carries  fomething  of  fome  fubftance  in.  It  j 
Some  Mettle  and  fome  Man,  this  founds  a  Gentleman  ; 

And  now  raethinks  ye  utter  what  becomes  yej. 

To  kill  Men  feurvily,  ’tis  fuch  a  Dog-trick, 

Such  a  Rat-catchcr’s  Occupation 
Ruy.  It  is  no  better. 
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But  Pinitvo ,  now———  Pin.  Now  you  do  bravely, 

Ruy.  The  difference  of  our  States  flung  by,  forgotten. 

The  full  Opinion  I  have  won  in  Service, 

And  fuch  Refpc&s  that  may  not  fhew  us  equal, 

Laid  handfomcly  afide,  only  our  Fortunes, 

And  Angle  Manhoods -  Pin.  In  a  Service,  Sir, 

Of  this  moft  noble  Nature,  all  I  am, 

If  I  had  ten  Lives  more,  thofe  and  my  Fortunes 
Are  ready  for  ye,  I  had  thought  ye  had  forfworn  fighting. 

Or  banim’d  thofe  brave  Thoughts  were  wont  to  wait  upon  you 
I  am  glad  to  fee  ’em  call’d  home  again. 

Ruy.  They  are  Nephew, 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  what  Fire  they  carry  in  them, 

Here,  you  guefs  what  this  means.  [Shews  a  Chalkwt, 

Pin.  Yes  very  well,  Sir. 

A  portion  of  Scripture  that  puzles  many  an  Interpreter. 

Ruy.  As  foon  as  you  can  find  him - 

Pin.  That  will  not  be  long  Uncle, 

And  o’  my  Confcience  he’ll  be  ready  as  quickly/ 

Ruy.  I  make  no  doubt  good  Nephew,  carry  it  fo 
If  you  can  poflible,  that  we  may  fight. 

Pin.  Nay  you  fhall  fight,  affine  your  felf. 

Ruy.  Pray  ye  hear  me, 

In  fome  fuch  Place  where  it  may  be  poflible 
The  Princefs  may  behold  us.  Pin.  I  conceive  ye, 

Upon  the  Sand  behind  the  Caffle,  Sir, 

A  place  remote  enough,  and  there  be  Windows 
Out  of  her  Lodgings  too,  or  I  am  miftaken. 

Ruy.  Y’  are  i’th’  right,  if  ye  can  work  that  handfomely—— 

Pin.  Let  me  alone,  and  pray  be  you  prepar’d 
Some  three  Hours  hence.  Ruy.  1  will  not  fail. 

Pin.  Get  you  home. 

And  if  you  have  any  things  to  difpofe  of, 

Or  a  few  light  Prayers 

That  may  befriend  you,  run  ’em  over  quickly, 

I  warrant,  I’ll  bring  him  on.  Ruy.  Farewcl  Nephew, 

And  when  we  meet  again -  Pin.  Ay,  ay,  fight  handfomelyp 

Take  a  good  draught  or  two  of  Wine  to  fettle  ye, 

*Tis  an  excellent  Armour  for  an  ill  Confcience,  Unklej 
I  am  glad  to  fee  this  Man’s  Converfion, 

I  was  afraid  fair  Honour  had  been  Bed-rid, 

Or  beaten  out  o’th’  Ifland,  Soldiers,  and  good  ones. 

Intended  fuch  bafe  Courfcs  :  he  will  fight  now, 

And  I  believe  too  bravely  5  I  have  feen  him 
Curry  a  Fellow’s  Carkafs  handfomcly  > 

And  in  the  Head  of  a  Troop,  ftand  as  if  he  ha  i  been  rooted  there, 

Dealing 
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Dcalins  large  Doles  of  Death  j  what  a  Rafeal  was  I 
I  did  not  fee  his  Will  drawn?  What  does  fhc  here. 

Enter  Quifara. 

Tf  there  be  any  Mifchicf  towards,  a  Woman  makes  one  ftiUj 
Now  Thu  new  bufinefi  is  for  me?  M  l  waslerd.ngtoryc, 
But  fince  wc  have  met  fo  fair,  you  have  lav  J  that  labour}  ^ 

1  mnfV  intreat  vou*  Sir--"-  Pin.  Any  thing,  Madam, 

Your  Wills  arc  my  Commands.  Pin •  You’re  nobly  courteous} 

Y  non  my  better  Thoughts,  Signior  Pimm, 

And  my  more  peaceable  Confederations, 

Which  now  I  find  the  richer  Ornaments, 

I  would  defire  you  to  attempt  no  farther 
A  gain  ft  the  Perfon  of  the  noble  Stranger ; 

]n  truth  I  am  afham’d  of  my  lhnre  in  tj 
Nor  be  incited  farther  by  your  Uncle, 

1  fee  it  will  fit  ill  upon  your  Perfon  > 

1  have  confider’d,  and  it  will  (hew  ugly, 

Carried  nt  bell  a  moft  unheard  of  cruelty*, 

C.ood  Sir  deflit -  Pin-  ’You  fpeak  now  like  a  Woman, 

And  wondrous  well  this  Tendernefs  becomes  ye. 

But  this  youmuft  remember - -y0^  Command 

Was  laid  on  with  a  Kifs,  and  fenoufly 
It  mu  ft  be  taken  oft  the  fame  way,  Madam, 

Or  I  (land  bound'  ftill.  gmfir.  That  (hall  not  endanger  ye. 

Look  ye  fair  Sir,  thus  I  take  off  that  Duty.  (now 

Pin.  Byth’ Mafs’twasfoftandfweet,  iome  Bloods  would  bound 

And  run  a  tilt  5  do  not  you  think,  bright  Beauty, 

You  have  done  me,  in  this  Kifs,  a  mighty  Favour, 

And  that  I  fland  bound  by  virtue  of  this  Honour, 

To  do  whatever  you  command  me?  ,  guifar.  I  think,  Sir, 

From  me  thefe  are  unufual  Courtcfies, 

And  ought  to  be  refpe&ed  fo  *  there  are  iome. 

And  Men  of  no  mean  Rank,  would  hold  themfelves 
Not  poorly  bleft  to  tafte  of  fuch  a  Bounty.  .... 

Pin.  I  know  there  are  that  would  do  many  unjuft  things 
For  fuch  a  Kifs,  and  yet  I  hold  this  modeft  > 

All  Villanies,  Body  and  Soul  difpenfe  with. 

For  luch  a  Provocation,  kill  their  Kindred, 

Demolifh  the  fair  credit  of  their  Parents*, 

Thofe  Kiffes  I  am  not  acquainted  with,  moft  certain  Madam, 

The  appurtenance  of  this  Kifs  wou’d  not  provoke  me 
To  do  a  mifehief,  ’tis  the  Devil’s  own  Dance 

To  be  kifs’d  into  Cruelty.  . 

Quifar.  I  am  glad  you  make  that  ufe,  Sir. 

That  you  made  me  believe  you  were  cruel  j 
For  by  this  Hand,  I  know  1  am  fo  honeft, 
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However  I  deceiv’d  ye,  ’twas  high  time  too, 

Some  common  Slave  might  have  been  fet  upon  it  clfe* 

That  willingly  I  would  not  kill  a  Dog 
That  could  but  fetch  and  carry  for  a  Woman, 

She  muft  be  a  good  Woman  made  me  kick  him. 

And  that  will  be  hard  to  find,  to  kill  a  Man, 

If  you  will  give  me  leave  to  get  another, 

Or  any  fhe  that  plaid  the  beft  Game  at  it. 

And  ’fore  a  Woman’s  Anger,  prefer  her  Fancy. 

Quifar.  I  take  it  in  you  well.  Pin.  I  thank  ye  Lady, 

And  I  fhall  ftudy  to  confirm  it.  §hiifar.  Do  Sir, 

For  this  Time,  and  this  prefent  Caufe,  I  allow  it. 

Mo£t  holy,  Sir. 

Enter  Governor ,  Quifana,  and  Panura. 

Gov.  Blefs  ye  my  Royal  Daughter, 

And  in  you,  blefs  this  Ifland  Heav’n.  Quifar.  Good  Aunt, 
What  think  ye  of  this  Man?  Quifan.  Sure  he’s  a  wife  Man, 
And  a  Religious,  he  tells  us  things  have  happened 
So  many  years  ago,  almoft  forgotten, 

As  readily  as  if  they  were  done  this  hour. 

Quifar.  Does  he  not  meet  with  yourfharp  Tongue? 

Pan.  He  tells  me,  Madam, 

Marriage  and  mouldy  Cheefe  will  make  me  tamer. 

Gov.  A  ftubborn  Keeper,  and  worfe  Fare, 

An  open  Stable,  and  cold  Care, 

Will  tame  a  Jade,  may  be  your  Share. 

Pan.  Bir  Lady,  a  fliarp  Prophet,  when  this  proves  good. 

I’ll  bequeath  you  a  Skin  to  make  ye  a  Hood.  (Sir. 

Gov.  Lady,  I  would  talk  with  you.  Qiiifar.  Do,  Reverend 
Gov.  And  for  your  good,  for  that  that  mult  concern  ye, 

And  give  Ear  wifely  to  me.  Quifar.  I  fhall,  Father. 

Gov.  You  are  a  Princefs  of  that  Excellence, 

Sweetnefsji  and  Grace,  that  Angel-like  fair  Feature, 

Nay,  do  not  bluih,  I  do  not  flatter  you, 

Nor  do  I  dote  in  telling  this,  I  am  amazed  Lady, 

And  as  I  think  the  Gods  befcow’d  thefe  on  ye, 

The  Gods  that  love  ye.  £)uifar.  I  confcfs  their  Bounty. 

Gov.  Apply  it  then  to  their  Ule,  to  their  Honour, 

To  them,  and  to  their  Service  give  this  Sweetnefsj 
They  have  an  inftant  great  ufeof  your  Goodnefs; 

You  are  a  Saint  efteem’d  here  for  your  Beauty, 

And  many  a  longing  Heart- -  Quifar.  I  feek  no  Fealty, 

Nor  will  I  blemifli  that  Heav’n  has  leal’d  on  me, 

1  know  my  worth  j  indeed  the  Portugal 
I  have  at  thole  Commands,  and  their  laft  Services, 

Nay  even  their  Lives,  fo  much  I  think  my  Handfomcnefs, 

That 
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hat  what  I  fliall  enjoin-  —  -  Gov.  Ufc  it  difcreetly. 

For  I  perceive  ye  under ftand  me  rightly, 

For  here  the  Gods  regard  your  help,  and  fuddenlyj 
The  Portugals  like  fharp  Thorns  (mark  me,  Lady) 

Stick  in  our  Sides,  like  Razors,  wound  Religion, 

Draw  deep,  they  wound,  till  the  Life-blood  follows, 

Our  Gods  they  fpurn  at,  and  their  Worfhips  fcorn, 

A  mighty  hand  they  bear  upon  our  Government, 

Thefe  are  the  Men  your  Miracle  rauft  work  on,  v 

Your  Heavenly  Form,  either  to  root  them  out, 

Which  as  you  may  endeavour,  will  be  eafie, 

Remember  whole  great  Caufc  you  have  to  execute, 

To  nip  their  Memory,  that  may  not  fpring  more, 

Or  fairly  bring  ’em  home  to  our  Devotions, 

Which  will  be  blelTed,  and  for  which  you  Sainted, 

But  cannot  be,  and  they  goj  let  me  buflle. 

Quifar.  Go  up  with  me, 

Where  we’ll  converfe  more  privately y 

I’ll  ftiew  ye  fhortly  how  I  hold  their  Temper ; 

And  in  what  Chain  their  Souls.  Gov.  Keep  fall  that  hold  ftill. 
And  either  bring  that  Chain,  and  thofe  bound  in  it, 

And  link  it  to  our  Gods,  and  their  fair  Worships* 

Or  Daughter,  pinch  their  Hearts  apieces  with  it. 

I’ll  wait  upon  your  Grace.  §uifar.  Come,  Reverend  Father. 
Wait  you  below.  [22#.  Quifar.  and  Gov. 

Pan.  If  this  Prophet  were  a  young  thing, 

I  fhould  iufpect  him  now,  he  cleaves  fo  dole  to  her* 

Thefe  holy  Coats  are  long,  and  hide  Iniquities. 

Quifan.  Away,  away  Fool,  a  poor  Wretch. 

Pan.  T  hefe  poor  ones, 

Warm  but  their  Stomachs  once— — 

guifan.  Come  in,  -thou  art  foolifh.  [22#.  Quifana  and  Fanura. 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel,  and  Piniero 
Arm.  I  am  forry,  Sir,  my  Fortune  is  fo  ftubborn, 

To  court  my  Sword  againft  my  Countryman, 

I  love  my  Nation  well,  and  where  I  find 
A  Portugal  of  noble  Name  and  Virtue, 

I  am  his  humble  Servant:  Signior  Piniero, 

Your  Perfon,  nor  yotir  Uncle’s,  am  I  angry  with, 

You  are  both  fair  Gentlemen  in  my  Opinion, 

And  I  proreft,  I  had  rather ufe  my  Sword 
In  your  Defences,  than  againft  your  Safeties} 

'Tis  methinks  a  ftrange  dearth  of  Enemies, 

When  we  feek  Foes  among  our  felves.  Ema.  You  are  injured, 
And  You  muft  make  the  baft  on’t  now,  and  readieft— — . 

Arm.  You  fee  I  am  ready  in  the  place,  and  arm’d"  ~ 
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To  his  defire  that  call’d  me.  Pin,  Ye  fpeak  honcftly, 

And  I  could  wifh  ye  had  met  on  terms  more  friendly, 

But  it  cannot  now  be  fo. 

•  /  •  ____  _ 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

Etna.  Turn  Sir,  and  fee. 

Pin.  I  have  kept  my  word  with  ye  Uncle, 

The  Gentleman  is  ready. 

Enter  Governour  and  Quifara  above. 

Arm.  Ye  are  welcome. 

Ruy.  Bid  thofe  Fools  welcome  that  affe£fc  your  courtefie, 

I  come  not  to  ufe  Compliment  j  ye  have  wrong’d  me. 

And  ye  fhall  feel,  proud  Man,  e’er  I  part  from  ye, 

The  effedts  of  that,  if  Fortune  do  not  fool  me; 

Thy  Life  is  mine,  and  no  hope  fhall  redeem  thee/ 

Arm.  That’s  a  proud  Word,  more  than  your  Faith  can  juftifte. 
Quifar.  Sure  they  will  fight.  Ruy.  She’s  there,  I  am  happy  ! 
Gov.  Let  ’em  alone.,  let  ’em  kill  one  another, 

Thcfe  are  the  main  Polls,  if  they  fall,  the  Buildings 
Will  tumble  quickly.  ghiifar.  How  temperate  Armufia ? 

No  more,  be  quiet  yet.  T  am  not  bloody, 

Nor  do  not  feel  fuch  mortal  Malice  in  me, 

But  fince‘we  cannot  both  enjoy  the  Princefs, 

I  am  refolv’d  to  fight.  Ruy.  Fight  home  Armufia , 

For  if  thoufaint’fl,  or-fall’ft-— -  Arm.  Do  ye  make  all  vantages? 

Ray.  Always, unto  thy  Life  I  will  not  fpare  thee, 

Nor  look  not -for  thy  Mercy.  Arm.  I  am  arm’d  then. 

Ruy.  Stand  ftill  I  charge  yc  Nephew,  as  ye  honour  me. 

Arm.  And  good  Emanuel  itir  not -  Pin.  Ye  fpeak  fitly, 

For  we  had  not  flood  idle  elfe.  Gov.  I  am  forry  for’t. 

Ema.  But  fince  you  will  have  it  fo  •  . . 

Ruy.  Come,  Sir.  Arm.  I  wait  ye. 

'Pin.  Ay  marry,  this  looks  handfomely, 

This  is  warm  work. 

Gov.  Both  fall  and't  be  thy  Will.  [Ruy  falls* 

Pin.  MyUnklc  dead  ?  Ema.  Stand  ftill,  or  my  Sword’s  in—— 
Arm.  Now  brave  Ruy  Dias, 

Now  where’s  your  Confidence,  your  Prayers  ?  Quickly, 

Your  own  Spite  has-  condemn’d  ye.  Sguifar.  Hold,  Armufia. 

Arm  Moft  happy  Lady.  'Quifar.  Hold,  and  let  him  rife, 

Spare  him  for  me.  Arm.  A  long  Life  may  he  enjoy,  Lady. 

Gov.  What  ha’  you  done?  ’Tis  better  they  had  all  pcrifht. 

Quifar.  Peace  Father,  I  work  for  the  beft  ;  Armufia , 

Be  in  the  Garden  an  hour  hence.  [Ex,  Qui.  'And  Gov. 

Arm.  I  fhall,  Madam. 

Pin .  Now  as  Hive,  a  Genleman  at  all  Inches, 

So  braye  a  mingled  Temper  faw  I  never  . 
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Arm.  Why  arc  ye  fo  fad,  Sir  ?  How  would  this  have  g.ri^v’4*yow> 
If  ye  had  fr.ll’n  under  a  profeft  Enemy? 

Under  one  had  taken  vantage  of  your  Shame  t.00?  . 

pray  ye  be  at  peace,  I  am  fo  far  from  wronging  ye, 

Or  glorying  in  the  pride  of  fuch  a  Victory,  7  Vv; 

That  I  defire  to  ferve  ye,  pray  look  cheafully..  (Gentleman, 

Pin.  Do  you  hear  this,  Sir?  This  love,  Sir  ?  Do  you  fee  this 
How  he  courts  ye  ?  Why  do  you  hold  your  Head  down? 

’Tis  no  High  Treafon,  I  take  it,  to  be  equall’dj  .  , 

To  have  a  flip  i’  th’  Field,  no  Sin  that’s  mortal  ^ 

Come,  come,  thank  Fortune  and  your  Friend.  , 

Arm.  It  may  be 

You  think  my  Tongue  may  prove  your  Enemy, 

And  though  reftrain’d,  fometimes  out  of  a  bravery 

May  take  a  Licence  to  difable  ye :  ■  ,  ,  ..  .f . 

Believe  me  Sir,  fo  much  I  hate  that  liberty,  ,  , 

That  in  a  Stranger’s  Tongue  ’twill  prove  an  injury, 

And  I  fhall  right  you  in’t.  Pin.  Can  you  have  more,  Unkle  ? 

Ruy.  Sir,  you  have  beat  me  both  ways,  yet  £0  nobly. 

That  I  fliall  ever  love  the  Hand  that  did  it : 

Fortune  may  make  me  worthy  of  fome  Title 

That  may  be  near  your  Friend.  Arm .  Sir,  I  mud  leave  ye, 

But  with  fo  hearty  Love*  and  pray  be  confident, 

I  carry  nothing  from  this  place  fliall  wrong  ye.  [Ex.  Arm.  and  Ema. 

Pin.  Come,  come,  you  are  right  again,  Sir,  love  your  Honour, 
And  love  your  Friend,  take  heed  of  bloody  Pui  pofes, 

And  unjutl  Ends,  good  Heav’n  is- angry  wi,th  ye  j 
Make  your  fair  Virtues  and  your  Fame  your  Miftrefs, 

And  let  thefe  Trinkets  go.  Ruy.  You  teach  well.  Nephew  fc 
Now  to  be  honourably  even  with  this. Gentleman,. 

Shall  be  my  Bufinefs,  and  my  Ends  his.  -  j  ,, 

Enter.  Governaury  and  King . 

Gov.  Sir,  Sir,  you  mufi  do  fomething  fuddcnly. 

To  flop  his  Pride  fo  great  and  high,  he  is  fliot  up, 

Upon  his  Ptrfon  too,  your  flate  is  funk  elfe:r;  . ... 

You  mud  not  hand  now  upon  terms  of  Gratitude^  •  ,V'. 

And  let  a  Ample  tendernefs  befot  ye.- 
1*11  bring  ye  fuddenly  where  you  ihall  fee  him 
Attempting  your  brave  Sifter  privately,  w  ,,v 

Mark  but  his  high  behaviour  then.  King.  I  will  Father.  -r i 
Gey.  And  with  (corn,  I  fear  contempt  to.or.  King.  I  hope  not; 
Gov.  I  will  not  name  a  Luftj  it  may  be  that  alfo  j 
A  little  force  m.uft  be  applied  upon  him,  ,0 

How,  now  applied,  a  little  force  to  humble  him,  *  . 

Thefe  fweet  Intreaties  do  but  make  him;  wanton.  [fafety, 

King.  Take  heed  yc  wrong  him  not.'  Gov,  Takebecdtoyaur 


The  Ijland  Princefs.  j 

I  but  forewarn  ye  King*  if  you  miftruff  me. 

Or  think  I  come  un-fent— —  King.  No  I’ll  go  with  you. 

Enter  Armufia,  and  Quifara. 

Arm.  Madam,  you  fee  there’s  nothing  I  can  reach  at. 

Either  in  my  Obedience,  or  my  Service, 

That  may  deferve  your  Love,  or  win  a  liking, 

But  a  poor  Thought,-  but  I  purlue  it  feioufly. 

Take  pleafure  in  your  Will,  .even  in  your  Anger, 

Which  other  Men  would  grudge  at  and  grow  ftormy  * 

I  ftudy  new  Humility  to  pleafe  ye. 

And  take  a  kind  of  joy  in  my  afflictions, 

Becaufe  they  come  from  ye,  I  love  my  Sorrows  : 

Pray  Madam,  butconfider— —  Quifar.  Yes,  I  do  Sir, 

And  to  that  honeft  end  JLdrew  ye  hither*  , 

I  know  ye  have  deferv’d  as  much  as  Man  can. 

And  know  it  is  a  juftice  to  requite  you; 

I  know  ye  love.  Arm .  If  ever  Love  was  mortal, 

And  dwelt  in  Man,  and  for  that  Love  command  me, 

So  ftrong  I  find  it,  and  fo  true  here.  Lady, 

Something  of  fuch  a  Greatnefs  to  allow  me, 

Thofe  things  I  have  done  already,  may  feem  foils  to; 

’Tis  Equity  that  Man  afpires  to  Heav’n, 

Should  win  it  Jbty  Lis  worth,  and  not  fleep  to  it. 

Enter  Governour ,  and  King. 

Gov.  Now  Hand  clofe  King  and  hear,  and  as  you  find  him. 
Believe  me  right,  or  let  Religion  fuffer. 

Quifar.  I  dare  believe  your  Worth  without  additions* 

But  fince  you  are  fo  liberal  of  your  Love,  Sir, 

And  wou’d  be  farther  tried,  I  do  intend  it,  x 

Becaufe  you  fhall  not,  or  you  wou’d  not  win  me 
At  fuch  aneafie  rate.  Arm.  I  am  prepared  ftill, 

And  if  I  fhrink— —  'ghifar.  I  know  ye  are  no  Coward, 

Thi  s  is  the  utmoft  trial  of  your  Conftancy, 

And  if  you  ftand  faff  now,  I  am  yours,  your  Wife,  Sir* 

You  hold  there’s  nothing  dear  that  may  atchieve  me. 

Doubted  or  dangerous.  Arm.  There’s  nothing,  nothing : 

Let  me  but  know,  that  I  may  ftraight  flie  to  it. 

^uifar.  I’ll  tell  you  then,  change  your  Religion, 

And  be  of  one  belief  with  me.  Arm.  How?  Qu'tfdr.  Mark, 
Worihip  our  Gods,  renounce  that  Faith  ye  are  bred  in* 

’Tis  eafily  done,  I’ll  teach  ye  fuddenly*  Par.  \ 

And  humbly  on  your  knees -  Arm.  Ha.?  I’ll  be  hang’dfirlL 

Quifar.  Offer  as  we  do.  Arm.  To  the  Devil,  Lady? 

Offer  to  him  I  hate  ?  I  know  the  .Devil.  ~  V.  >i  \  • 

To  Dogs  and  Catsr  yog  make  offer  to  them. 

To  every  Bird  that  fljes,  and  every  Worm.  . ,  In .  *>. 
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How  terribly  l  ihakc?  T<? this  the  Venture? 

The  Trial  that  you  talk’d  of?  Where  have  I  foeetl ? 

And  how  forgot  my  felf?  how  loft  iny  rN/IerQbt^T 
When  did  I  pray,  or  look  up  ftedfaftly  ?■ 

Had  any  Gooanefs  in  my  Heart  to  guide  me ? 

That  I  ftiould  give  this  vantage  to  mine  Enemy,. 

The  Enemy  to  my  Peace?  for  fake  my  Faith  AJ  ;  :°1‘ 

Quifar.  Come,  come,  I  know  ye. love  me.  ' 

Arm.  Love  ye  this  way?- 

This  moft  deftroying  way?  furcyou  but  jeft,-Lady; 

Quifar.  My  Love  and  Life  are  one  way;' 

Arm.  Love  alone  then,  and  mine  another  way^  ’  ? 

I’ll  love  Difeafes  fTrft, 

Doat  on  a  Villain  that  would  cut  my  Throat,1  1  1 
Wooe  all  Afflictions  of  all  forts,  kifs  Cruelty. 

Have  Mercy  Hcav’n,  how  have  1  been  wand’rihg?  " ' 

Wand’ring  the  way  of  Luft,  and  left:  my  Maker? 

How  have  I  fiept  like  Cork  upon'*  Water, 

And  had  no  feeling  of  the  Storm  that  toft  me? 

Trcdc  the  blind  Paths  of  Death?  forfook  Aflurance, , 

Eternity  or  Bleflednefs,  for'  a  Woman?* 

For  a  young  handfome  Face,  hazard  my  Being?.1  3  ; 

Quifar.  Are  not  our*  Powers  Eternal,  fo  their  Comforts  ?  ‘ 

As  great  and  full  of  hopes  as  yours?'*  Arm.  They  are  Puppets^, 
Gov r  Now*  mark  .him,  and  but  obferve  him  nearly. 

Arm.  Their  Comforts  like  themfeves,  cold,  fenflefs  Outfides  j 
You  make’em  ftek,  as  we  are,  Pecvifh,  Mad, 

Subject  to  Age  j  and  how  can  they  cure  us, 

That  are  not  able  to  refine  themfelves?  !;J  b  now  bf 

£)ui(ar.  The  Sun  and  Moon  we  worfhip,  thofe  are  heav’nly^ 
And  their  bright  Influences  we  believe.;..  Arm.  Away.  Fool, 

1  adore  the  Maker  of  that  Sun  and  Moon, 

That  gives  thofe  Bodies  light  and  influence, 

That  pointed  out  their  Paths,  tind  taught  their  Motions**  }'.  '  ; 
They  are  notfo  great  as  we,  they  ale  our  Servants, 

Plac’d  there- to  teach  us:Time,  to  give  us  Knowledge, 

Of  when  and  how  the  fwellings  of  the  Main  are, 

And  their  returns  again 3  they  arc  but  our  Stewards 
To  make  the  Earth  fat,*  with  their  influence, 

That  ftie  may  bring  forth;  her  inereafe,  and  fd’ed  *dsr 
Shall  I  fall  from  this  Faith  >to  pleafe  a  Woman? 

For  her  Embraces  bring  my  Soul  to  Ruin  ? 

I  look’d  you  ftiould  have  faid,  Make  me  a  Chrijiian:' ; 

Work  that  great  Cure,  for  ’tis  a  great  one,  Woman V 
That  labour  truly  to  perform,  that  venture,^  ' ?/]f  ' 

The  cjpwsi  ofall  great  and  thc'faireft  jfr  ^3  htifl  yu 
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I  look’d  yc  fhould  have  wept  and  kpcel’d  to  beg  it , 

Wafht  off  your  mill  of  Ignorance,  with  Waters 
Pure  and  repentant^  ffomthofe  Eyes;  1  look’d 
You  fhould  have  brought  me  your  chief  God  ye  worfhip, 

He  that  you  offer  human  Blood  and  Life  to,- 
And  made  a  Sacrifice  of  him  to  Memory, 

Beat  down  his  Altars,  ruin’d  his  falfe  Temples. 

Gov.  Now  you  may  fee.  .  n  '  j  '  '  , 

Quifar:  Take  heed,  you  go  too  far,  Sir,  - 
And  yet  I  love  to  hear  him,  I  muft  have  ye, 

And  to  that  end  I  let  you  ftorm  a  little; 

I  know  there  mu  ft  be  fome^ftrife  in  your  Bofom 
To  cool  and  quiet  ye,  e’er  you  can  come  back; 

I  know  old  Friends"  cannot  part  fuddenly,  : 

There  will  be'fomelett  ftill,  yet  i  muft  have  yer 
Have  ye  of  my  Faith'  too,'  and  fo  enjoy  ye. 

Arm.  Now  J  contemn  ye,  and  I  hate  my  felf 
For  looking  on  that  Face  laicivioufty,' 

And  it  looks  ugly  now  methinks.  How,  Portugal ? 

Arm.  It  looks  like  Death  it  felff  to-  which  ’twould  lead  me  5 
Your  Eyes  refemble  paid  Defpait,  they  fright  me, 

And  in  their  rounds,  a  thoufand  horrid  Ruins, 

Methinks  I  fee ;  and  in  your  Tongue  hear  fearfully 
The  hideous  MuffftilrS  of  weak^Souls  have  fuffer’d; 

Get  from. me,  Ldefpife-  ye,  and1  know  Woman, 

That  for  all  this  Trap  you  have  laid  to  catch  my  Life  id. 

To  catch  my  immortal  Life,  I  hate  and  curfe  ye, 

Contemn  your  Deities,  fp'urn’at  their  P&Wersf 

And  where  I  meet  your  Mahumet  Gods,  I’ll  Twinge  ’em 

Thus  o’er  my  Head,  and  kick '’em  intd  Puddles, 

Nay,  I  wilk out  of  Vengeance  fearch  your  Temples, - 
And  with  thofe  Hearth  that  ferve  my  God-,  demolifh 
Your  fhambles  of  wild  Worfhips.  Gov.  Now,  now  you  hear,  Sir 
Arm.  I  will  have  my  Faith,  fince  you  are  fo  crafty, 

The  glorious  Crc&,  although  I  love  your  Brother; 

Let  him  frown  too,  I  Will  have  my  Devotion, 

And  let  your  whole  StaEe -ftorm.  King.  Enter  and  take  him; 

I  am  forry,  Friend,  that  I'-am  forc’d  to  do  this. 

■  Gov.-  Be  fure  you  bind  him  faftv  Quifar.  But  life  him  nobly: 
King.  Had  it  to  mo  been  done,  I  had  forgiven  it, 

And  ftill  preferv’d  you  fair;  but  to  our  Gods,  Sir— 

Ghiifar.  Methinks  I  hate  ’em  now.  King.  To  our  Religion, 

To  thefe  to  be  thus  ftubborn,  thus  rebellious, 

To  threaten  them.  Arm.  'Uh  all  your  Violence, 

I  ask  no-Mercyv  nor  repent  my  Words-;  - 
Icftvit  at  your  beft  Powers;  1  lerve  one 
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Will  give  me  ftrength  to  fcourge  your  Gods  ri  U^oril  .  I  ;looi  l 
Gov.  Away  with  him;  /.  long!  -  >  flirt  vjc  ./ho  utfbV/ 

Arm.  To  grind  ’em  into  bafe'  Duft,  aridi difpefcfe j'tfty/i  b'*R  e  /j'T 
That  never  more  their  bloody  Memories- «■*«*»>  •  •  A  LboiA  roY 

Gov.  Clap  him  clofe  up.  :  ri.nrnuri  bib  voy 

King.  Good  Friend,  be  cooler.  Arm.  Neve&  jond  z  sl:-r:;  .  <’* 
Ycur  painted  Sifter  1  defpife  too.  KfoigJLSofoly.f,  zid  nv/oL 
Arm.  And  all  her  devilifli  Arts  laugh  and  fcorti  at,  7  'Vl  0 
Mock  her  blind  purpofes.  King.  You  nruft:  be- temperate*  'y. 
Offer  him  no  Violence,  I '■command  ycua.ftri&ly,  .  joy  ;  A 
Gov.  Now  thou  art  up,  I  Ihall.haveTimevta  fpeak  too.  v 
Quifar.  Oh  how  I  love  this  Ma%  how* truly  honour  him; . 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  I 

Enter  Chriftophero  and  Pedro,  at  one  Door9  EmanuclTmifSo^, 

tinWtieV.  no  gr; .  31  o  > .  1  1  o  1 

•v.'or  1  .  ‘  .f-.X".:  •'■..a  v/i,  a  vi»u  <;dcoI  3i  bn  A 

Chriji.  O  you  know  the  News,  Gentlemen? 

jiJ  Etna.  Wou’d  we  knew  as. well,.  Sir  »T,  i 

How  to  prevent  it.  Soza.  Is  this  the  Love  they  bca^ii?, 

For  our  late  Benefit?  taken  f©  malic ioufly,  ;  Tv  i  b\* 

And  clapt  up  clofe?  Is  that  the  Thanks  they  render?  ^id  or{  r' 
Chriji.  It  muft  not  be  put  up  thus,  fmothcr’d  (lightly,  r> -ft  -f. 
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’Tis  lurch  abafe  unnatural  wrong.  Ped.  I  know, 

They  may  think  to  do  Wonders,  aim  at  all,  j 

And  to  blow  us  with  a  Vengeance,  out  o’th’  Iflands} 

But  if  we  be  our  felves,  honed  and  refolute. 

And  continue  but  Matters  of  our  antient  Courages, 

Stick  clofe,  and  give  no  vantage  to  their  Villames - 

Soza.  Nay,  if  we  faint  or  fall  apieces  now, 

We  are  Fools,  and  worthy  to  be  markt  for  Mifety.  col 
Begin  to  ftrike  at  him,  they  are- all  bound  to?  j<i 
To  cancel  his  Deferts?  What  mutt:  we  look  for,  '  ' 

If  they  carry  this?  Ema.  I’ll  carry  Coals  thenjj 
I  have  but  one  Life,  and  one  Fortune,  Gentlemen,  > 

But  I’ll  fo  husband  it  to  vex  thefe  Rafcals, 

Thefe  barbarous  Slaves.  Chriji.  Sh#ll  we  go  charge  ’em  prefcntly? 

Soza.  No,  that  will  be  too  weak,  and  too  Fool-hardy,  a 
We  muft  have  Grounds  that  promifej Safety,  Friends,  >  \'_h  t 
And  fure  Offence,  we  lojfc  our  Angers'  clfe,  v 

And  worfe  than  that,  venture  our  Lives  too  lightly.  :  ./of 

.  vEnm  Piniepp;  ;c  .  .  n: .  .;to  oT 
Pin.  Did  you  fee  mine  Uhkle  ?  Plague  efthefe  jBarbmms^  A  :u  r 

?v-  .  ;  .  .  n^woV  "be!  dr^x  n  jIJpW 
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How  the  Rogues  (lick  in  ray  Ttetlt*  I*  fcndW  yt'&tc  angry, 

So  I  am  too,  mohflrous  angry,  Gentlemen, 

I  am  angry,  that  I  choak  again. 

You  hear  Armuficds  up,  honeft  Armufia , 

Clapt  up  nl  Prifon,  Friends,  the  brave  Armufia  ; 

Here  arc  fine  Boys.'  Ertta,  We  hope  he  (hall  not  flay  there. 

Pin,  Stay,  no,  he  mufl  not  flay,  no  talk  of  flaying, 

Thefe  are  no  Times  to  flay  ;  are  not  thefe  Rafcals? 

Speak,  I  befeech  ye  fpeak,  are  they  not  Rogues  ? 

Think  fome  abominable  Names  — — -are  they  not  Devils? 

But  the  Devil’s  a  great  deal  too  good  for  ’em-- — fufiy  Villain*, 
Chrifi.  They  are  a  kind  of  Hounds; 

Pin.  'Hounds  were  their  Fathers; 

Old  Blear-e.yM  bob-tail’d  Hounds — -Lord,  where’s  my  Unkle? 
Soza.  But  whaf  fhall  be  done,  Sir? 

Pin.  Done?  Soz.  Yje&, ?ta  ^dieve  huh  ? 

If  it  be  not  fudden  they  rflay  take  his  Life  too. 

Pin.  7' hey  dare  as  foon  take  Fire  and  fwallow  it, 

Take  Stakes  and  thraft  into  their  Tails  for  Gliflcrs : 

His  Lire,  why.  ’tis  a  thirtg'/worth  all  the'  1  Hands, 

And  they  knoW’  will  be  ra'tecj  at  thatf  vllifef ;  *ol 
His  very  Imprisonment  will  friake.the  Town  (link, 

And  fliake  and  flink,  I  have  Phyfick  in  my  Hand  for  ’era7 
Shall  give  the  Gob  lings  lu’clUa  Purge—- — 

Pjitet  Ruy  Dias. 

Ped.  Your  Unkle. 

Ruy.  I  hear  flrange  NeW$^  arid  have  been  fbeking  ye; 

They  fay  Armufia' s-  Prifoncr.  Pin.  ’Tis  molt  certain. 

Ruy.  Upon  what  caufe?  Pin.  He  has  deferV’d  too  much,  Sir;. 
The  old  Heathen  Policy  has  light  upon  him, 

And  paid  him  home.  Ruy.  A  moft  uririoble  dealing. 

Pin.  You  are  the  next,  if  you  can  carry  it  tamely, 

He  has  deferv’d  of  all.  Ruy.  I  mufl  confefs  it, 

Qf  me  To  nobly  too.  Pin .  I  am  glad  to  hear  it, 

You  have  a  time  now  to  make  good  your  Confeffion, 

Your  Faith  will  fhew  but  cpld  elfe,  and  for  Fafhion, 

Now  to  redeem  all,  now  to  thank  his  Courtefie, 

Now  to  make  thofe  believe  that  held  you  backward. 

And  an  ill  Ihftrumenf,  you  are  a  Gentleman,  v-g 

An  honefl  Man,,  and  you  dare  love  your  Nations, 

Dare  flick  to  Virtue,  though  fhe  be  opprefl. 

And  for  her  own  fair  hike,  flep  to  her  refeue : 

If  you  live  Ages,  Sir,  and  lofc  this  Hour, 

Not  now  redeem  and  vindicate  your  Honour, 

Your  life  will  be  a  Murmur,  and  no  Man  in’t. 

-  Ruy.  I  thank  ye  Nephew,  come  along  with  me  GentlemCHj 
We’ll  make  ’em  dancing  fport  immediately;  We 
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We  are  Matters  .of  the  Fort  yet,  we  ttiall  fee  v,  », 

What  that  can  do.  Pin.  Let  it  but  fpit  Fire  finely,  .  a 

And  play  their  Turrets,  and  their  paintfd  Palaces,  . 

A  frisking  round  or  two,  that  they  may  trip  it,  :  . 

And  caper  in  the  Air.  Ray.  Come,  we’Jl  do  foipcthir^  ’  -A 
ShalLmake  ’em  look  about,  we’ll  fend  ’em  Plums,  1 
If  they  be  not  too  hard  for  their  Teeth. 

Pin,  And  fine  Potatoes  ......  atarfT 

Rotted  in  Gunpowder,  fuch  a  Banquet,  Sir, 

Will  prepare  their  unmannerly  Stomachs.  "/  -  r;|"- , 

Ruy .  They  fhallfcc 

There  is  no  iafe  Retreat  in  Villany;  '  r  'O 

Come,  be  high  -hearted  all.  Omnes.  We  are  all  oi|  Firej, ‘Sir. 

.Enter  King  and  Governor. 

King.  T  am  ungrateful,  and  a  Wretch,  perfwade  me  not, 
Forgetful  of  the  Mercy  he  ih.cw’d  me, 

The  timely  noble  Pity - -  Why  fliould.I 

See  him  faft  bound  and  fetter’d,  whofe.true  Courtefie, 

Whole  Manhood,  and  whqfp  mighty  Hand  fet  me  free? 

Why  fhould  it  come  fronrmc  ?  why  1  command  this?  ‘V- 

Shall  not  all  Tongues  and  Truths  call  me  unthankful?  r  4  ^ 

Gov.  Had  the  Offence  been  thrown  on  you,  ’ascertain 
It  had  been  in  your  Power,  andyour  Difcretion  '  '  ..'  V 

To  have  turn’d  it  into  Mercy,  and  forgiven  it,  Vr~. 

And  then  it  had  fliew’d  a  virtuous  point  of  Gratitude^ 

Timely,  and  nobly  taken;  but  fince  the  caufe 
Concerns  the  Honour  of  our  Gods,  and  their  Title, 

And  fo  tranfeends  your  Power,  and  your  Compaflion, 

A  little  your  own  Safety,  if  you  faw  it  too, 

If  your  too  fond  Indulgence  did  not  dazle  you, 

It  cannot  now  admit  a  private  Pity ;  . 

’Tis  in  their  Wills,  their  Mercies,  or  Revenges, 

And  thefe  Revolts  in  you,  fhew  mere  Rebellions.  '  / 

King.  They  are  mild  and  pitiful.  Gov.  To  thofe, repent. 

King.  Their  Nature’s  foft  and  tender.  Gov.  To  true  Hearts, 
That  feel  Compun&ion  for  their  Trefpafles; 

This  Man  defies  ’em  ftillj  threatens  Definition 
And  Demolition  of  their  Arms  and  Worfhip,  .  . 

Spits  at  their  Powers;  take  heed  ye  be  not  found.  Sir, 

And  mark’d  a  Favourer  of  their  Dishonour; 

They  ufe  no  common  Juttice.  King.  What  ttiall  I  do 

To  deferve  of  this  Man -  Gov.  If  ye  more  bemoan  him, 

Or  mitigate  your  Power  to  preferve  him, 

I’ll  curfe  yc  from  the  Gods,  callup  their  Vengeance, 

Enter  Quifara  with  bet  Hands  bound ,  Quifana  and  Panura. 

And  fling  it  on  your  Land  and  you,  I  have  charge. 
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Iho^towFad.  youan  King.  What  ails  my  Sifter  ? 

Why  is  ihc  bound  ?  why  looks  ftie  fo  diftra&edly  ? 

Who  does  do  this /  Quifan.  We  did  it,  pardon  Sir, 

And  for  her  Prefervation  —She  is  grown  wild. 

And  laving  on  the  Stranger’s  Love  and  Honour, 

Sometimes  crying  out  Help,  help,  they  will  torture  him, 

They  will  take  his  Life,  they  will  murder  him  prefently. 

If  we  had  not  prevented  violently  J 

Have  laid  Hands  on  her  own  Life.  Gov.  Thefe  are  Tokens 
1  he  Oocis  Difplcafure  is  gone  out,  be  quick, 

And  e  ei  it  fall,  do  fomething  to  appeafe  ’em. 

You  know  the  Sacrifice - — I  am  glad  it  works  thus. 

0™far-  How  low  and  bafe  thou  look’ft  now,  that  wert  noble? 
No  figure  of  a  King,  methinks,  ftiews  on  you. 

No  Face  of  Majefty  j  foul,  fwarth  Ingratitude 
Has  taken  off  thy  Sweetnefs,  bafe  Forgetfulnefs 
Of  mighty  Benefits,  has  turned  thep  Devil; 

Thou  haft  peilecutcd  Gondnefs,  Innocence, 

And  laid  a  hard  and  violent  Hand  on  Virtue, 

On  that  fan  \  ntue  that  fhould  teach  and  guide  us  ; 

Thou  haft  wrong’d  thine  own  Preferver,  whofe  leaft  Merit- 
Pois  d  with  thy  main  Eftate,  thou  canft  not  fatisfie. 

Nay,  put  thy  Life  in  too,  ’twill  be  too  light  ft  ill  : 

A  hat  haft  thou  done?  Gov.  Go  for  him  prefently, 

And  once  more  we’ll  try  if  we  can  win  him  fairly  s 
If  not,  let  nothing  fhe  fays  hinder  ye,  or  ftir  ye> 

She  fpeaks  diftradediy - Do  that  the  Gods  command  ye. 

Do  you  know  what  ye  fay,  Lady  ?  Quifar.  I  could  curfe  thee  too. 
Religion  and]  Severity  has  fteel’d  thee, 

as  turnd  thy  Heart  to  Stone  5  thou  haft  made  the  Gods  hard* 
A  gain  ft  their  Iweet  and  patient  Natures,  cruel  t 
None  of  ye  feel  what  Bravery  ye  tread  on? 

or  nn?xrTCC!  WhaC  ,Beauty  ?  ^  patient. 

\xn:Ul^  What  b°n°urable  things  ye  caft  behind? 

What  Monuments  of  Man?  6  7  ■ 

rr.  „  Enter  J^rmiifia  and  Guard. 

King.  Once  more,  Artnufia, 

Becaufe  I  love  ye  tenderly  and  dearly. 

And  would  be  glad  to  win  ye  mine,  I  wifh  ye, 

f'lke  hy  Hean  r  W‘]h  and  wooe  ye~ ~  J™.  What  Sir, 
yePerfwadc  me  falfly,  then  ye  hate  me  : 
rake  heed  how  ye  intrap  me.,;.  King.  I  advife  ye, 

And  tenderly  and  truly  I  advii'e  ye. 

Both  fomyour  Soul’s  Health,  and  your  Safety. 

Arm.  Stay,  J  * 

‘*nd  name  my  Soul  no  more,  fhe  is  too  precious, 
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Too  glorious  for  your  Flatteries,  too  fecure  too. 

Gov.  Confider  the  Reward,  Sir,  and  the  Honour 
That  is  prepared,  the  Glory  you  fhall  grow  to. 

Arm.  They  are  not  to  be  conlider’d  in  thefe  Cafes, 

Not  to  be  nam’d  when  Souls  are  queftion’d} 

They  are  vain  and  flying  Vapours - 'Touch  my  Life, 

’Tis  ready  for  ye,  put  it  ro  what  Teft: 

It  fhall  pleafe  ye,  I  am  patient  j  but  for  the  reft, 

You  may  remove  Rocks  with  your  little  Fingers, 

Or  blow  a  Mountain  out  o’th’  way,  with  bellows, 

As  foon  as  ftir  my  Fafth }  ufe  no  more  Arguments.  (full’d 

Gov.  We  muft  ufe  Tortures  then.  Aim.  Your  worft  and  pain- 
I-am  joyful  to  accept.  Gov.  You  muft  the  fliarpeft, 

For  fuch  has  been  your  hate  againft  our  Deities 
Delivered  openly,  your  threats  and  fcornings} 

And  either  your  Repentance  muft-be  mighty, 

Which  is  your  free  Converfion  to  our  Cnftoms, 

Or  equal  Pumfhmcnt,  which  i^your  Life,  Sir. 

Arm  I  am  glad  i  have  it  for  ye,  take  it  Pr  eft, 

And  all  the  Miferics  th.it  (hall  attend  it; 

Let  the  Gods  glut  themfclves  with  Chriftian  Blood, 

It  will  be  adt’d  again,  and  fo  far  followed, 

So  far  reveng’d,  and  with  fuch  holy  Juftjce, 

Your  Gods  of  Gold  fhall  melt  and  fink  before  it} 

Your  Altars  and  ycur  Temples  fhake  to  nothing} 

^nd  you  falfe  Wotfhipers,  blind  Fools  of  Ceremony, 

Shall  feck  for  holes  to  hide  your  Heads  and  Fears  in. 

For  Seas  to  fwallow  you  from  this  Deftru£l'ion, 

D  irknefs  to  dwell  about  ye,  and  conceal  ye, 

Your  Mother’s  Womb  again -  Gov.  Make  the  Fires  ready, 

And  bring  the  feveral  Tortures  out.  Quifar.  Stand  faft,  Sir, 
And  fear  ’em  not}  you  that  have  ftept  fo  nobly 
Into  this  pious  Trial,  ftart  not  now, 

Keep  on  your  way,  a  Virgin  will  aflift  ye, 

A  Virgin  won  by  your  fair  Conftancy,  j 

And  glorying  that  fhe  is  won  fo,  will  die  by  ye; 

I  have  touch’d  ye  everyway,  tried  ye  moll  honeft, 

Perfect,  and  good,  chafte,  blufhing  chafte,  and  temperate, 
Valiant,  without  Vain-glory,  modeft,  flayed, 

No  Rage  or  light  AflPe&ion  ruling  in  you }  0p  ... 

Indeed,  the  perfect  School  of  Worth  I  find  ye, 

T  he  Temple  of  true  Honour.  Arm.  Whither  will  fhe.? 

What  do  you  infer  by  this  fair  Argument,  Lady? 

Quifar.  Your  Faith,  and  your  Religion  muft  be  like  ye} 

They  that  can  (hew  you  thefe,  muft  be  pure  Mirrors} 

When  the  Streams  flow  clear  and  fair,  wh.at  aje;  the  Fountains  ? 
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l  do  embrace  your  Faith,  Sir,  and  your  Fortune* 

Go  on,  I  will  aflift  ye,  I  feel  a  Sparkle  here, 

A  lively  fpark  that  kindles  my  AfFe&ion, 

And  tells  me  it  will  rife  to  Flames  of  Glory  ; 

Let  ’em  put  on  their  Angers,  differ  nobly, 

Shew  me  the  way,  and  when  I  faint,  inftrud  me* 

And  if  I  follow  not——  Arm.  Oh  bleffed  Lady, 

Since  thou  art  won,  let  me  begin  my  Triumph, 

Come  clap  your  Terrors  on.  Quifar.  All  your  fell  Tortures 
For  there  is  nothing  he  {hall  differ,  Brother, 

I  fwear  by  a  new  Faith,  which  is  mod  facred, 

And  I  will  keep  it  fo,  but  I  will  follow  in, 

And  follow  to  a  fcruple  of  Affli&ion, 

In  fpight  of  all  your  Gods  without  Prevention. 

Gov.  Death  !  fhe  amazes  me.  King .  What  fhali  be  done  now? 

Gov.  They  mud  die  both, 

And  fuddenly,  they  will  corrupt  an  clfe  * 

Th  is  Woman  makes  me  weary  of  my  mifehief, 

J?he  fhakes  me,  and  fhe  daggers  me 5  go  in  Sir, 

I  ’ll  fee  the  Execution.  King.  Not  fo  fudden: 

If  they  go,  all  my  Friends  and  Siders  periih. 

Gov.  Wou’d  I  were  fafe  at  home  again. 

Enter  Mejjenger . 

Me[f.  Arm,  arm,  Sir, 

Seek  for  Defence,  the  Cadle  plays  and  thunders, 

The  Town  rocks  and  the  Houles  fly  i’th’  Air, 

The  People  die  for  Fear - Captain  Ruy  Dias 

Has  made  an  Oath  he  will  not  leave  a  Stone  here* 

No,  not  the  Memory,  here  has  dood  a  City, 

Unlefs  Armufia  be  deliver’d  fairly. 

King.  I  have  my  Fears*  what  can  our  Gods  do  now  for  us? 

Gov.  Be  patient,  but  ke^p  him  dill*  he  is  a  cure,  Sir, 
Againflboth  Rage  and  Cannon*  go  and  fortifie, 

Call  in  the  Princefs,  make  the  Palace  lure, 

And  let  ’em  know  you  are  a  King*  look  nobly* 

And  take  your  Courage  to  ye*  keep  clofe  the  Prifoner, 

And  under  command  we  are  betraid  elfe. 

Arm.  How  joyfully  I  go?  Quifar.  Take  my  Heart  with  thee. 
Gov.  I  hold  a  Wolf  by  the  Ear  now:  Fortune  free  me.  [Exe. 

4  Enter  four  Citizens . 

1  Cii.  Heav’n  blefs  us, 

What  a  Thund’ring’s  here?  what  Fire:fpitting? 

We  cannot  drink,  but  our  Cans  are  maul’d  amongd  us. 

z  Cit.  I  wou’d  they  would  mall  our  Scores  too  * 

Shame  o’  their  Guns,  I  thought  they  had  been  Bird-pots, 

Or  great  Candle-cafes,  how  devilifhly  they  bounce, 
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And  how  the  Bullets  borrow  a  piece  of  a  Houfe  here,  n  ! 
There  another,  and  mend  thofe  up  again  '  '  1  t'"' 

With  another  Parifli}  here  flies  a  Powdring-tub, 

The  Meat  ready  roafted,  and  there  a  Barrel  pifling  Vinegar, 

And  they  two  over-taking  the  top  of  a  high  Steeple,  >  '^4  •'> 

Newly  flic’d  off  for  a  Sailet.  3  Cit.  A  vengeance  Are  ’em.  ' 

1  Cit.  Nay,  they  fire  fait  enough}  You  need  not  help  ’em.  - 

4  Cit .  Are  thefe  the  Portugal  Bulls - How  loud  they,  bellow. 

z  Cit .  Their  Horns  are  plaguy  ftrong,  they  pufli  down  Palaces, 
They  tofs  our  little  Habitations  like  Whelps, 

Like  Gi indie-tails,  -with  their  Heels  upwardjh>  J! 

All  the  Windows  i’th’  Town  dance  a  new  Trenchmore, 

’Tis  like  to  prove  a  blefled  Age  for  Glaficrs  : 

I  met  a  Hand,  and  a  Letter  in’t,  in  great  haftc,  .  !  / 

And  by  and  by,  a  Angle  Leg  running  after  it, 

As  if  the  Arm  had  forgot  part  of  his  Errand, 

Heads  fly  like  Foot  balls  every  where.  (cel’d, 

1  Cit.  What  {hall  we  do?  z  Cit.  I  care  not,  my  Shop’s  can- 
And  all  the  Pots  and  earthen  Pans  in’t  vanifh’d}  » 

There  was  a  Angle  Bullet  and  they  together  by  the  Ears* 

You  would  have  thought  Pom  Tumbler  had  been  there,  '  g  V  I 
And  all  his  Troops  of  Devils.  3  Cit.  Let’s  to  the  King, 

And  get  this  Gentleman  deliver’d  handfomelys 
By  this  Hand,  there’s  no  walking  above  Ground  elfe. 

z  Cit.  By  this  Leg - let  me  fwear  nimbly  by  it, 

For  1  know  not  how  long  I  fhall  owe  it, 

If  I  were  out  o’th’  Town  once,  if  I  came  in  again 
To  fetch  my  Breakfaft,  I’ll  give  ’em  leave  to  cram  me  - 
With  a  Portugal  Pudding;  Come,  let’s  do  any  thing- 
To  appeafe  this  Thunder.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Piniero  and  Panura. 

Pin.  Art  fure  it  was  that  blind  Prieft?  Pan.  Yes  moil  certain. 
He  has  provok’d  all  this}  the  King  is  merciful. 

And  wond’rous  loving}  but  he  fires  him  on  Hill, 

And  when  he  cools,  enrages  him,  I  know  it} 

Threatens  new  Vengeance,  and  the  Gods  fierce  Juftice 
When  he  but  looks  with  fair  Eyes  on  Armufia , 

Will  lend  him  no  time  to  relent}  my  royal  Miftrefi, 

She  has  entertain’d  a  C hr ifiian hope.  Pin.  Speak  truly. 

Pan.  Nay,  ’tis  mod  trues  but  Lord!  how  he  lies  at  heiv 
And  threatens  her,  and  flatters  her,  and  damns  her, 

And  1  fear,  if  not  fpeedily  prevented, 

If  (he  continue  flout,  both  fhall  be  executed, 

Pan.  I’ll  kifs  thee  for  this  News,  nay  more  Panura^ 

If  thou  wilt  give  me  leave  I’ll  get  thee  with  Chrijlian , 

The  he  A  way  to  convert  thee.  Pan.  Make  me  believe  fo? 

*-■  Pin. 
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Pin.  I  will  i’  faith.  But  which  way  earn’d  thou  hither? 

The  Palace  is  clofe  guarded  and  barricado’d. 

Pan.-  I  came  through  a  private  Vault,  which  few  there  know  of; 
It  riles  in  a  Temple  not  far  from  hence, 

Clofe  by  the  Cattle  here.  Pin  How — —To  what  end? 

Pan.  A  good  one : 

To  give  ye  knowledge  of  my  new-born  Miftrefs; 

And  in  what  doubt  Armufia  ft  anas ; 

Think  any  prefent  means,  or  hope  to  ftop  ’em 
From  their  fell  ends*  the  Princes  are  come  in  too, 

And  they  are  harden’d  alfo.  Pin.  The  damn’d  Prieft - - — — 

Pan.  Sure  he’s  a  cruel  Man,  aneth  inks  Religion 
Should  teach  more  temperate  Leflbns. 

Pin.  He  the  Fire-brand  ? 

He  dare  to  touch  at  fuch  fair  Lives  as  theirs  are? 

Well  Prophet,  I  fhall  Prophefie,  I  {hall  catch  ye, 

When  all  your  Prophecies  will  not  redeem  ye.. 

Wilt  thou  do  any  thing  bravely? 

Pan.  Any  good  I  am  able.  c 

Pin.  And  by  thine  one  white  Hand,  I’ll  fwear  thou  art  virtuous, 
And  a  brave  Wench,  durft  thou  but  guide  me  prefently 
Through  the  fame  Vault  thou  earn’d  into  the  Palace, 

And  thole  I  {hall  appoint,  fuch  as  I  think  fit. 

Pan.  Yes  I  will  do  it,  and  fuddenly,  and  truly. 

Pin.  I  would  fain  behold  this  Prophet  Pan.  Now  I  have  ye 
And  {hall  bring  ye  where  ye  {hall  behold  him, 

Alone  too,  and  unfurnilh’d  of  defences: 

That  {hall  be  my  care;  but  you  mult  not  betray  me. 

Pin.  Doft  thou  think  we  are  fo  bafe,  fuch  Slaves, Rogues? 

Pan.  I  do  not: 

And  you  {hall  fee  how  Fairly  I’ll  work  for  ye. 

Pin.  I  muft  needs  fteal  that  Prieft,  fteal  him  and  hang  him 
Pan.  Do  any  thing  to  remove  his  Mifchief,  ftrarfgle  him — — ~ 
Pin.  Come  prethee  Love.-  Pan.  You’ll  offer  me  no  foul  Play? 
The  Vault  is  dark.  Pin.  ’Twas  well  remember’d. 

Pan.  And  ye  may- — 

But  I  hold  ye  honeft.  Pin.  Honeft  enough  I  warrant  thee. 

-Pan.  I  am  but  a  poor  weak  Wench ;  and  what  with  the  Place, 

And  your  Periwaftons,  Sir - but  I  hope  you  will  not) 

You  know  we  are  often  cozen’d.  Pin.  If  thou  doft  fear  me, 

Why  doft  thou  put  me  in  mind  ?  Pa„.  To  let  you  know,  Sir, 
Though  it  be  in  your  Power,  and  things  fitting  to  it, 

Yet  a  true  Gent -  Pin .  I  know  what  he’ll  do: 

Come  and  remember  me,  and  I’ll  anfwer  thee, 

I’ll  anfwer  thee  to  the  full;  we’ll  call  at  th’  Caftle, 

And  then  my  good  Guide,  do  thy  Will;  fiia’t  find  me 
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A  very  tra&able  Man.  Pan .  I  hope  I  (hall,  Sir.  \Exe. 

Enter  Bakam,  Siana,  and  Soldiers. 

Bak.  Let  my  Men  guard  the  Gates.  Sia.  And  mine  the  Temple, 
For  fear  the  Honour  of  our  Gods  Ihould  fuffer, 

And  on  your  Lives  be  watchful.  Bakam.  And  be  valiant, 

And  let’s  fee  if  thefe  Portugals  dare  enter* 

What  their  high  Hearts  dare  do:  Let’s  fee  how  readily 
The  great  Ruy  Dias  will  redeem  his  Country-men 
He  fpeaks  proud  words  and  threatens.  0 
Sia  He  is  approv’d,  Sir,  v  sc:  . 

And  will  put  fair  for  what  he  promifes 
I  could  wifh  friendlier  Terms, 

Yet  for  our  Liberties  and  for  our  Gods, 

We  arc  bound  in  our  belt  Service 
Even  in  the  hazard  of  our  Lives. 

Enter  the  King  above. 

King.  Come  up  Princes, 

And  give  your  Counfels,  and  your  Helps:  The  Fort  ftiil 
Plays  fearfully  upon  us,  beats  our  Buildings, 

And  turns  our  People  wild  with  fears. 

Bakam.  Sepd  for  the  Prifoner, 

And  give  us  leave  to  argue..  [is.v/7  Bak.  and  Sia.  lljen. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Emanuel,  Chriftoph.  Pedro,  with  Soldiers. 
Ruy.  Come  on  nobly, 

And  let  the  Fort  play  ftiil,  we  are  ftrong  enough 
To  look  upon  ’em,  and  return  at  pleafure  * 

It  may  be  on  our  view  they  will  return  him. 

Chrift.  We  will  return  ’em  fuch  Thanks  elfc, 

Shall  make  ’em  Ibratch  where  it  itches  not. 

Ema.  How  the  People  ftare, 

And  fome  cry,  fome  pray,  and  fome  curfe  heartily  : 

But  it  is  the  King - 

Enter  Siana,  Bakam,  Quifara,  Armufia,  with  Soldiers  above. 
Ruy.  I  cannot  blame  their  Wifdoms. 

They  are  all  above,  Armufia  chain’d  and  boWl  too? 

Oh  thefe  are  thankful  Squires.  Bakam  Hear  us  Ruy  DiaSy 
Be  wife  and  hear  us,  and  give  fpeedy  Anfwer, 

Command  thy  Cannon  prefer.tly  to  ccafe, 

No  more  to  trouble  the  afflicted  People. 

Or  fuddcnly  Armufia' s  Head  goes  off  * 

As  fuddenly  as  laid.  Ema.  Stay  Sir,  be  moderate. 

>  Arm.  Do  nothing  that’s  dilhonourable,  Ruy  Dias , 

Let  not  the  fear  of  me  mafter  thy  Valour  > 

Purfiie  ’er  ftiil,  they  are  malicious  People. 

King,  friend,  be  not  defperate  Arm.  I  fcorn your Courtcllcs j 
Strike  when  you  dare,  a  fair  Arm  guide  the  Gunner, 
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And  may  he  let  fly  ftill  with  Fortune ;  Friend, 

Do  me  the  Honour  of  a  Soldier’s  Funerals, 

The  laft  fair  Chriftian  Right,  fee  me  i’th’  Ground, 

And  let  the  Palace  burn  firft,  then  the  Temples, 

And  on  their  fcorned  Gods  ere&  my  Monument : 

Touch  not  the  Princefs,  as  you  are  a  Stoldier 

Quifar.  Which  way  you  go,  Sir,  I  muft  follow  lieceffary. 

One  Life,  and  one  Death.  King.  Will  you  take  a  Truce  yet? 
Enter  Piniero,  Soza,  and  Soldiers ,  with  the  Governour . 

Pin.  No,  no,  go  on: 

Look  here,  your  God,  your  Prophet. 

King.  How  came  he  taken?  Pin.  I  conjur’d  for  him,  King, 

I  am  a  fure  Curr  at  an  old  blind  Prophet. 

I’ll  haunt  ye  fuch  a  falfe  Knave  admirably, 

A  Terrier  1 5  i  earth’d  him,  and  then  fnapt  him  j 
Soza.  Saving  the  reverence  of  your  Grace  we  ftob  him, 

E’en  out  of  the  next  Chamber  to  ye. 

Pin.  Come,  come^  begin  King, 

Begin  thia  bloody  inauci  when  you  dare  $ 

And  yet  I  fcorn  my  Sword  fliould  touch  the  Rafcal, 

I’ll  tear  him  thus  before  ye.  Ha?  What  art  thou? 

[Pulls  his  Beard  and  Hair  off. 
King.  How’s  this!  Art  thou  a  Prophet  ? 

Ruy.  Come  down,  Princes.  , 

King.  We  are  abus’d— —  Oh  my  mod  dear  Armufia - 

Off  with  his  Chains.  And  now  my  noble  Siller, 

Rejoyce  with  me,  l  know  ye  are  pleas’d  as  I  am. 

Pin.  This  is  a  precious  Prophet.  Why  Don  Governour, 

What  make  you  here,  how  long  have  you  taken  Orders? 

Ruy.  Why  what  a  Wretch  art  thou  to  work  this  Mifchief? 

To  affume  this  holy  Shape  to  ruin  Honour, 

Honour  and  Chaftity. 

Enter  King ,  "and  all ,  from  above. 

Gov.  I  had  paid  you  all, 

But  Fortune  plaid  the  Slut.  Come,  give  me  my  Doom. 

King.  I  cannot  fpeak  for  wonder.  Gov.  Nay,  ’tis  t  Si", 

And  here  I  flay  your  Sentence.  King.  Take  her,  Friend, 

You  have  half  perfwaded  me  to  be  a  Chriftian, 

And  with  her  all  the  Joys,  and  all  the  Blcffmgs. 

Why  what  Dream  have  we  dwelt  in?  Ruy.  All  Peace  to  ye, 

And  all  the  Happinefs  of  Heart  dwell  with  ye, 

Children  as  fweet  and  noble  as  their  Parents. 

Pin.  And  Kings  at  lead. 

Arm.  Good  Sir  fdrget  my  Rafhnefs, 

And  noble  Princeffcs,  for  I  was  once  angry, 

And  out  of  that,  might  utter  fome  Diftemper, 
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.  Think  not  ’tis  my  Nature.  Sim.  Your  Joy  is  ours,  Sir, 

•  And  nothing  wc  find  in  ye,  but  moft  noble. 

King.  To  Prifon  with  this  Dog,  there  let  him  houl,  *, 

.  And  if  he  can  repent,  figh  out  bis  ViUapies: 

His  I  Hand  we  fhall  feize  into  our  Hands,  ,  •  . 

His  Father  and  himfelf  have  both  Ufurp’d  it,  . 

And  kept  it  by  Opprefiionj  the  Town  and. Gallic, 

I  n  which  I  lay  my  felf  moft  miferable, 

Till  my  moll  honourable  Friend  redeem’d  me,  . 

Signior  Piniero ,  I  bellow  on  you> 

The  reft  of  next  Command  uponthefe  Gentlemen, 

Upon  ye  all,  my  Love.  Arm .  Oh- brave  Ruy  Dias9m‘ 

You  have  ftarted  now  beyond  me.  I  mull  thank  ye, 

And  thank  ye  for  my  Life,  my  Wife  and  Honour. 

Ruy.  I  am -glad  I  had  her  for  you,  Sir.  King.  Come  Princes, 
Come  Friends  and  Lovers  all,  come  noble  Gentlemen, 

No  more  Guns  now,  nor  Hates,  but  Joys  and  Triumphs, 

An  univerfal  Gladnefs  fly  about  us  : 

And  know  however  fubtle  Men  dare  call, 

And  promife  Wrack,  the  Gods  give  Peace  at  lall. 

[Exeunt  omries, 

0  •  . 
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